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POEMS 


THE   POET'S   GIFT. 


Oh  !  guard  the  Poet's  gift  —  an  eye 

Of  purified  and  searching  fight  — 
A  heart  of  sacred  mystery, 

And  inward  springs  of  deep  delight. 

Oh !  guard  the  Poet's  gift  —  a  lyre 

That  thrills  with  strange  and  wandering  chords, 
Yet  can  a  richer  bliss  inspire 

Than  ever  yet  was  breathed  in  words. 

Oh !  guard  the  Poet's  gift  —  a  shrine 

Of  unseen  worship  —  music  high, 
Yet  clear,  exalted,  and  divine  — 

An  altar  kept  for  Deity. 


The  world's  cold  winds  must  come  not  there 
Where  flowers  of  Paradise  unfold ; 

No  cheerless  douhts,  no  wildering  care, 
No  mammon  worship  dark  and  old. 

For  there  doth  Wisdom  keep  his  hoard, 
And  Fancy  revel  clear  and  bright; 

With  every  noble  feeling  stored, 
That  inward  world  is  all  of  light. 

For  nature's  hynin  is  singing  there, 

For  ever  solemn,  ever  sweet; 
And,  far  away,  the  clouds  of  care 

Refuse  those  joyous  strains  to  meet. 

Then  guard  the  Poet's  sacred  gift, 

Through  every  change  — in  every  scene  — 

O'er  life's  dull  cares  thy  heart  to  lift 
To  faith  sublime,  to  hope  serene ! 

And  strike  in  holy  trust  thy  lyre  — 
For  day  by  day,  and  year-  by  year. 

The  notes  shall  thrill  with  purer  fire, 
"And  sweeter  „nisir  charm  thine  ear. 


SONNET 


TO     THE     SUPREME     BEINl,. 


(Translated  from  Michael  Angelo.) 


Father  !  oh,  sweet  indeed  will  be  niy  prayers, 
If  thou  wilt  lend  me  virtue  for  thy  shrine ; 
For  this  infertile,  earthly  soil  of  mine 

Can  yield  no  fruit  but  what  thy  hand  prepares. 

Thou  sowest  the  seed  to  spring  to  holy  deeds, 
Which  in  the  heart  first  germinates  and  grows  ; 
The  lovely  paths  of  goodness  no  one  knows 

Until  thou  shew'st  them,  and  thy  Spirit  leads. 

Oh,  Thou,  into  my  mind  the  thoughts  infuse 
That  may  produce  in  me  intense  desire 
Thy  sacred  light  to  follow,  and  such  fire, 

That  fervent  lips  may  praise  thee,  and  my  muse 

Be  consecrate,  and  ever  free  to  raise 

Pure  hymns  and  incense  to  thy  holy  praise  ! 


SONNET 

TO    E.    J.    R.,    ON    HER    BIRTHDAY 


Brief  years  ago  I  saw  a  bud  peep  forth  — 
A  timid  bud  —  and  now  the  opening  rose 
In  fuller  bloom  its  fragrance  round  us  throws, 

In  all  the  beauty  of  its  ripening  worth ; 

And  the  rich  treasure  of  its  inward  sweets, 
With  fond  admhing  eyes  we  daily  find. 
The  humble  heart,  the  high  and  cultured  mind, 

The  modesty  that  shims  the  praise  it  meets. 

Pleasant  it  is  in  public  scenes  to  see, 

Amid  those  varied  throngs,  so  sweet  a  flower. 
And  yet,  beloved,  far  dearer  unto  thee, 

With  thy  bright  smiles  to  glad  thy  parent  bower ! 

Long  may  thy  gentle  beauty  bless  our  sight  — 

Long  thy  meek  graces  there  diffuse  delight. 


LINES. 


Sweet  warbling  Bird  !  I  cannot  sing  like  thee, 
Who,  with  that  clear  and  liquid  harmony, 

Tln-illing  thy  little  throat, 
A  chorus  so  divine  dost  raise 
To  thy  Supreme  Creator's  praise, 

Love  quivering  in  each  note. 

I  cannot  hid  the  morning  hreezes  greet 
A  strain  so  rich,  and  so  elastic  sweet, 

As  thou  dost  throw  around — 
Till  every  crisped  zephyr  there, 
That  takes  its  circuit  in  the  air, 

Delighted  drinks  the  sound. 

One  only  offering  can  I  impart  — 

From  the  still  fountains  of  a  happy  heart. 

A  gush  of  gratitude — 
Which,  while  thy  praises  thrill  the  sky, 
Haply  with  them  may  rise  on  high, 

And  through  heaven's  gate  intrude. 


Take  then,  0  Father !  this  the  music  clear, 
Which  in  my  hreast  I  ever  reverent  hear, 

Breathing  thy  glorious  name ; 
And  touch  the  chords  within,  until  they  rise 
With  purer,  deeper,  holier  melodies, 

To  Thee,  from  whom  they  came  ! 


VERSES. 


With  lingering  step  from  thee  I  go, 
To  wander  in  a  distant  clinie, 

But  oh !  this  heart  can  never  know, 
A  moment's  change  from  place  or  time. 

Still  fondly  true  to  thee  its  beat, 
And  all  beside  is  nothingness  — 

In  sacred  thought  our  spirits  meet, 
With  an  imparted  tenderness. 

And  ever  at  the  evening  hour, 

Some  lovely  dream  of  thee  will  rise  ; 

And  memory's  sweet,  consoling  power 
In  absence  calm  my  secret  sighs. 


SONNET. 


Bright  Rose  !  that  on  my  Father's  honoured  vest 
Hath  shed  sweet  perfume,  breathing  on  his  sense 
The  gales  and  odours  spring's  young  suns  dispense 

O'er  opening  flowers,  in  early  fragrance  drest. — 

Bright  rose  !  now  sacred  are  thy  fading  leaves, 
And  dear  thy  withered  stem — for  thou  dost  tell 
Of  hours  of  peace  and  love  remembered  well, 

A  father's  love,  of  winch  time  ne'er  bereaves. 

Oh !  be  it  mine  Uke  thee  to  shed  delight 
On  Iris  autumnal  day,  and  sweetly  cheer 
The  lingering  hours  of  the  declining  year, 

And  keep  cold  winter's  blast  long,  long  away. 

So,  like  thy  fragrant  flowers,  shall  thought  of  me 

Unto  his  sold  sweetness  and  sunshine  be !  . 


SONNET, 

SUGGESTED  BY  A  PASSAGE  OF  THE  REV.  DR.  CHANNING'S. 


Our  coming  Lord,  rides  lie  on  clouds  of  light? 
Does  his  blest  voice  salute  our  listening  ear? 
His  chariot  wheels,  do  we  perceive  them  near? 

His  trumpet's  call,  sounds  it  on  wings  of  night  ? 

No,  silent  all— hut  still  the  Christian  eye, 
Touch'd  by  the  hand  of  God,  his  coming  sees, 
Not  hi  the  cloud,  the  chariot,  and  the  breeze, 

But  purer  love,  and  truth  that  cannot  die— 

In  aspirations  of  eternity  — 

Virtues  that  quicken,  blissful  hopes  that  save, 
Freedom  that  breaks  the  fetter  from  the  slave, 

And  bids  its  spirit  o'er  the  nations  fly  — 

In  deeper  human  love,  in  meeker  power, 

He  comes,  and  stands  triumphant  at  this  hour ! 


HYMN. 


Oh !  seize  this  horn-,  for  day  by  day. 
Death  lies  in  ambush  for  his  prey ; 
Fill  it  with  virtuous  toils  and  cares  — 
He  spreads  around  his  thousand  snares. 

He  lurks  in  summer's  sickly  breath, 
The  winter  winds  are  winged  with  death, 
And  autumn,  in  her  mellow  stores, 
Disease  amidst  her  riches  showers. 

But  thou,  in  every  season  brave, 
Walk  calmly  o'er  that  hidden  grave, 
For  Christian  duties,  aims  divine, 
To  thee  make  every  season  shine. 

The  summer's  sickly  air  may  bring 
Disease  and  suffering  on  its  wing, 
But  holy  patience  waits  on  thee, 
To  sweetly  soothe  thy  misery, 
c 
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Should  pestilence,  in  autumn's  shade, 
Sudden  thy  blooming  health  invade, 
Unshrinking  thou  that  dart  shalt  bear, 
For  God  himself  is  with  thee  there. 

And  should  the  winter's  fiercer  hour 
The  bursting  tempest  on  thee  shower, 
Amidst  that  elemental  strife, 
Calm  shalt  thou  view  eternal  life. 

The  Christian  heart  shall  know  not  fear, 
Though  death  in  every  shape  appear ; 
Amid  the  waves'  most  awful  form, 
It  sees  a  Father  in  the  storm ! 
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HYMN. 


Where  is  the  Almighty's  temple — where 

In  nature's  wide  domain  — 
Glories  of  ocean,  earth,  and  air, 

Do  these  his  power  contain  ? 
Yes !  nature's  wondrous  works  unfold 

The  great,  the  Eternal  will, 
And  walking  'midst  them,  as  of  old, 

"  We  meet  the  Lord  God  still." 

His  eye,  well-pleased,  creation  saw, 

His  perfect,  heauteous  world, 
Obedient  to  his  first  great  law, 

Successively  unfurled. 
In  loveliness  it  dawned  to  life, 

In  beauty  lay  enshrined, 
And,  rising  froin  chaotic  strife, 

Revealed  the  Eternal  mind. 
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Is  there  His  noblest  temple  ?     No, 

Though  order  reigned  supreme, 
And  perfect  beauty  lay  below 

The  first  bright  morning's  beam ; 
Yet  God  beheld  it  but  the  shrine 

To  hold  a  spirit  bright, 
And  bade  a  being,  half  divine, 

Spring  forth  to  life  and  light ! 

The  human  heart — Ah !  there  he  knew 

His  own  blest  image  traced ; 
Devotion,  holy,  deep,  and  true, 

Within  that  void  he  placed. 
His  temple  there  he  deigns  to  fill, 

A  calm  and  hallowed  spot, 
To  human  eyes  't  is  hushed  and  still, 

But  He  forgets  it  not. 
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SONNET. 


How  blest  of  virtuous  minds  the  union  sweet, 
When  gently  bound  by  Life's  most  sacred  tie, 
When  hours  and  years  soft  and  unnoticed  fly, 
In  some  beloved  and  beautiful  retreat, 
'Midst  books,  and  flowers,  and  Mends :  and  dearer  yet 
The  silent  fondness  of  a  loved  one's  eye, 
The  radiance  of  his  smile — the  heart's  reply 
To  the  imspoken  words — the  eyelid  wet 
With  joy's  most  holy  tears. — This  is  earth's  bliss  — 
Is  there  a  purer,  more  enduring  good, 
Hope,  faith,  and  love  thus  link'd  in  sanctitude  ? 
Ah  yes !  in  worlds  above,  more  blest  than  this, 
Earth's  tears,  and  doubts,  and  partings  past  for  ever, 
Two  hearts  to  meet,  that  never  more  shall  sever. 
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SONNET, 

TO    MY    SISTEE,    MRS.    W.    R. 


The  many  virtues  which,  with  chastened  light, 
Have  made  thy  pathway  lovely,  and  have  shed 
A  halo  of  bright  hopes  around  thy  head, 
Thrilling  with  heavenly  thought  and  pure  delight 
Thy  breast,  amid  the  gloom  of  sorrow's  night ; 
Sweet  soother  of  the  ills  that  others  share ! 
And  softly  lightened  every  hour  of  care, 
Making  each  bright  hour  shine  forth  still  more  bright, 
Oh,  not  in  vain  I  gaze  on  —  and  the  years 
Of  fond  affection  I  with  thee  have  past, 
Shall,  in  their  sweetness,  in  my  memory  last, 
Iu  the  blest  home  another's  smile  endears ; 
While  thought  of  thee  shall  often  there  inspire 
Duty's  calm  toil,  and  virtue's  high  desire ! 
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SONNET. 


0  world  of  spirits !  glorious  world  of  mind ! 

Where  down  the  stream  of  time  high  thoughts  have 

burned, 
And  steps  of  heroes,  sages,  martyrs  turned, 
And  their  great  deeds  and  lofty  dreams  enshrined. 
If,  in  that  temple  pure,  severe,  refined, 
Your  lahours  a  religious  altar  made, 
Gathering  all  lands,  all  ages  in  its  shade, 
Till  even  through  heathen  glooms  that  far  light  shined, 
The  foot  of  one  weak,  ignorant,  unknown, 
May  trembling  enter,  take  your  worshipper, 
Who,  with  a  humble  hope  and  reverent  fear, 
Would  lay  a  pilgrim's  offering  at  your  throne  ; 
A  heart  that  thrills  with  admiration  deep, 
And  eyes  that  holy  tears  ye  cause  to  weep. 
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SONNET. 


In  morning's  radiant  beam,  Almighty  One, 
My  thoughts  ascend  to  Thee ! — visions  of  love 
Rise  o'er  my  soul,  and  raise  it  far  above 
This  low  dim  world ;   and  when  the  day  is  gone, 
And  the  dull  night  comes,  lighted  by  her  star, 
With  all  her  train  of  glory — still  afar 
From  every  human  eye — absorb'd,  alone, 
Almighty  One !  my  thoughts  ascend  to  Thee, 
And  dreams  of  everlasting  power  surround 
My  wondering  spirit,  in  the  vast  profound 
Of  the  blue  depths — and  with  rapt  heart  I  see 
In  the  fair  skies,  bright  stars,  earth,  sea,  and  air, 
God — nature's  God — still  present  everywhere ! 
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LINES, 

ON    THE    DEATH    OF   A    BELOVED    FRIEND. 


God !  who  reigned  within  thy  heart, 
Ever  of  thy  thoughts  a  part, 

Now  hath  called  thee  hence ; 
Thou  hast  trod  the  blissful  way. 
To  the  realms  of  radiant  day, 

Beyond  our  mortal  sense. 

Fondest  prayers  and  holiest  tears, 
Trembling  hopes  and  tender  fears, 

Vainly  called  thee  back ; 
Long  thy  spirit,  winged  for  heaven, 
With  its  bonds  of  clay  had  striven 

To  gam  that  blissful  track. 

And  thou  art  there — Ah!  thought,  though  bright. 
Can  never  scale  that  Infinite, 

The  holy  of  our  God ! 
Thy  tender  heart,  thy  gentle  love 
Now  shine  in  angel  forms  above, 

Amid  that  blest  abode  ! 

D 
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Yes!  He  whom  thou  hast  served  so  well, 
To  glory  inaccessible 

Now  wings  thy  radiant  flight ; 
Thy  patient  cares,  thy  tears  are  o'er. 
And  his  own  hand  doth  now  restore 

Thy  youth — for  ever  bright! 

Amidst  that  bliss,  froni  that  pure  throne. 
Spirit  beloved !  ah  !  once  look  down 

On  these  thy  children  here ; 
With  pitying  eye  behold  their  los~. 
And  mai-k  them  humbly  take  their  cross, 

And  check  each  faithless  tear. 

In  thy  meek  footsteps  bid  them  walk, 
At  "  dewy  eve"  still  with  them  talk, 

In  nature's  melodies — 
Let  each  fair  flower,  each  fragrant  scene, 
Recall  the  spot  where  thou  hast  been, 

With  memory's  fondest  sighs. 

Ala  yes!  be  with  us  still — still  guide 
The  loved  ones  fostered  at  thy  side, 

Reared  by  thy  tenderness  — 
Thy  wisdom  calm,  thy  heavenly  faith, 
Thy  patient  love,  preserved  till  death, 

Shall  still  protect  and  bless. 
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Though  tears  may  sometimes  gem  the  flowers 
That  tell  of  days  when  thou  wert  ours, 

To  grieve  we  will  not  dare, 
But  fondly  on  our  hreasts  will  place 
The  relics,  that  shall  still  retrace 

The  image  cherished  there ! 
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SONNET, 


TO     MY     FATHER. 


Sleep  on,  my  father !  and  may  rest  as  sweet 

Gild  the  calm  hours  of  life's  serene  decline ! 
From  the  world's  cares  a  soft  and  hlest  release, 

Henceforth  in  home's  dear  shelter  shall  be  thine ! 

What  though  thy  name  in  courts  and  nations  shine 
With  brighter  radiance  than  in  youth's  proud  hour. 
And  thou  art  gifted  with  an  earthly  dower 

Of  spotless  fame — yet  dost  thou  not  repine 
Amidst  thy  children  to  repose  at  last, 

While  filial  hands  the  tender  homage  bring 

Of  love  unfading,  and  the  offering 
Which  will  be  green  when  summer  hours  are  past — 
Oh  long,  my  father !  these  dear  cares  to  prove, 
May  thy  smile  guide  us  on  our  toils  of  love  ! 
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SONNET, 

ADDRESSED   TO  A  DISTINGUISHED  AMERICAN    MINISTER. 


Let  the  great  nations  mingle  ! — England,  thou 
To  thy  freed  child  extend  a  smile  of  love, 
On  her  proud  march  with  joy  behold  her  move, 
And  midst  the  kingdoms  raise  her  youthful  brow ! 
And  thou,  America !  in  ails  and  arms 

Revere  thy  mother ! — read  her  scrolls  of  fame, 
The  high  descent  of  many  a  stainless  name, 
Of  heroes  formed  'mid  danger's  wild  alarms, 
Of  martyrs,  statesmen,  poets. —  Still  may  come 
Thy  sons  with  kindly  welcome  to  our  shore, 
Still  will  we  hail  the  wmd  that  wafts  them  o'er, 
And  with  regretful  blessing  speed  them  home  — 
Charmed  in  their  noble  virtues,  still  to  trace 
The  purity  and  pride  of  England's  race ! 


no 


SONNET, 

ADDRESSED    TO    THE    REV.    J.    JOHNS. 


Work  thy  pure  labours — sympathy  from  all, 
From  every  kindly  heart,  with  thee  will  be ; 
And  there  is  strength  in  human  sympathy, 

Which  like  heaven's  dew  upon  thy  soul  sball  fall. 

Seek  out  the  dens  of  crime,  rebuking  mild, 
With  Saviour  spirit,  the  self-wrecked,  the  lost, 
Thou  wilt  with  tenderness  their  sins  accost, 

'Mid  sternest  truths,  and  save  each  wandering  child. 

Seek  the  abodes  of  virtuous  poverty, 

For  there  thy  love  the  child  of  want  shall  raise, 
Flush  the  pale  cheek  with  hope  of  happier  days, 

And  they  then-  guardian,  parent,  friend  shall  see 

At  thy  approach. —  0  labours  blest  and  dear! 

Midst  toil,  and  care,  and  pain,  thy  sweetest  peace  is 
there. 
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LINES. 


"  Thomas  a  Becket  may  have  inherited  a  romantic  turn  of  mind 
from  his  mother,  whose  story  is  a  singular  one.  His  father,  Gilbert 
Becket,  had  been  in  his  youth  a  soldier  in  the  Crusades,  and  being 
taken  prisoner,  became  a  slave  to  an  Emir,  or  Saracen  Prince.  By 
degrees  he  obtained  the  confidence  of  his  master,  and  was  admitted 
to  his  company,  where  he  met  a  personage  who  became  more 
attached  to  him.  This  was  the  Emir's  daughter.  After  some  time 
he  contrived  to  escape.  The  lady,  with  her  loving  heart,  followed 
him.  She  knew,  they  say,  but  two  words  of  his  language  —  London 
and  Gilbert;  by  repeating  the  former,  she  obtained  a  passage  in  a 
vessel,  arrived  in  England,  and  found  her  trusting  way  to  the  Metro- 
polis. She  then  took  to  her  other  talisman,  and  went  from  street  to 
street,  pronouncing  "  Gilbert."  Chance  brought  her  at  last  to  the 
one  in  which  he  who  had  won  her  heart  in  slavery  was  living  in  good 
condition.  The  crowd  drew  the  family  to  the  window,  the  servant 
recognized  her,  and  Gilbert  Becket  took  to  his  arms,  and  to  his 
bridal  bed,  his  far-come  Princess,  with  her  solitary  fond  word." — See 
Hunt's  Indicator,  vol.  1. 


Fobth  from  the  Saracen's  far  laud 

A  Moorish  Princess  rode, 
Her  fair  foot  touched  the  English  strand. 

On  English  soil  she  trod  — 
The  foreign  language  met  her  ear 

Unheeded  and  unknown, 
For  oh !  her  heart  hy  love  was  tuned 

To  one  fond  word  alone — 
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Her  lover's  name!  —  through  crowds  she  went, 

The  crowds  she  heeded  not, 
His  name  with  every  air  was  hlent, 

In  every  changing  spot — ■ 
"  Gilbert !  "  her  sweet  lips  cried,  and  then 

Did  thousands  press  around, 
And  wondering  gazed,  until  again 

She  uttered  that  loved  sound. 

And  "  Gilhert!  Gilhert!"  still  the  wind 

Bears  on  each  varying  gale, 
Street  after  street  she  walks  resigned, 

With  stedl'ast  cheek  and  pale. — 
Her  lovely  hair  streams  on  the  breeze, 

Sore  are  her  gentle  feet, 
And  yet  she  stays  not  till  she  sees 

The  face  she  dies  to  meet. 

Is  it  a  dream  ?  —  that  manly  brow, 

That  mien  of  youtliful  pride, 
Which  flies  from  all  that  charms  it  now, 

And  rushes  to  her  side ; 
Which  folds  her  to  that  noble  breast, 

And  gently  dries  her  tears, 
And  takes  her  to  a  home  of  rest, 

And  soothes  away  her  fears ; 


—Which  leads  her  to  Ms  kindred's  arms. 

Even  as  his  own,  his  bride, 
And  asks  of  all  her  fond  alarms 

Amidst  her  wanderings  wide — 
And  blesses  her,  as  doubly  dear, 

Through  toil  and  danger  his, 
Who,  for  his  sake,  despised  all  fear, 

And  bore  all  miseries? 

His  name  her  only  talisman, 

How  proudly  did  he  smile, 
To  hear  how  it  had  led  her  on 

Through  all  the  sea-girt  Isle.— 
And  oh !  how  gratefully  he  raised 

His  soid  to  heaven  above, 
And  that  Almighty  Guardian  praised, 

Who  thus  had  saved  his  love ! 
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SONNET. 


She  fell  asleep,  and  she  was  beautiful ! 

An  angel-smile  on  her  pale  lips  reposed ! 

Her  soft  blue  eyes  as  tenderly  were  closed 
As  if  with  slumber's  weary  sweetness  full : 
A  languid  charm  was  round  her — on  her  brow 

Lingered  the  thoughts  of  heaven, —  coidd  this  be 
death  ? 

If  so,  a  prayer  had  closed  her  gentle  breath, 
A  prayer  of  faith  and  love  :  —  the  radiant  glow 
Of  youthful  hope  wears  not  a  smile  like  this, 

Divinely  happy  :  —  she  is  past  all  fear, 

And  all  distress  :  —  she  lies  upon  her  bier 
As  if  she  dreamt,  and  her  dream  was  of  bliss ! 
If  this  be  death — life  in  its  loveliest  bloom, 
May  rival  not  the  visions  of  the  tomb  ! 
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H  Y  M  N  . 


When  the  bright  presence  of  the  day 
Chases  the  lingering  shades  away, 

And  nature  hursts  to  light, 
With  wondering  awe  and  sweet  surprise 
We  see  a  thousand  tints  arise, 

To  deck  that  presence  bright. 

The  sun  from  ocean's  bed  doth  rise, 
And  hastes  along  the  glittering  skies, 

A  glorious  pageant  fan- ; 
A  thousand  birds,  with  tuneful  throats, 
Delight  tbe  morning  with  then-  notes, 

And  harmonize  the  ah- ! 

And  man  walks  forth  to  gaze  around, 
And,  from  the  incense-breathing  groimd, 

To  raise  adoring  eyes, 
The  Almighty  Father  to  behold, 
Beyond  that  shining  dome  of  gold, 

Beyond  those  glittering  skies. 
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How  fair,  how  bright,  how  beauteous  all, 
As  nature's  matin  festival 

Breaks  on  his  'raptured  sense ; 
With  thoughtful  brow,  with  feeling  heart, 
In  that  blest  choir  he  bears  a  part, 

And  hails  Omnipotence ! 

That  bright,  that  beauteous  day  must  fade. 
Again  in  evening's  cloudy  shade 

That  brilliant  sun  must  set- 
But  joy,  and  gratitude,  and  love, 
On  which  his  soul  hath  soared  above, 

Oh  !  these  will  linger  yet  — 

And  sweetly,  'midst  the  gloom  of  night, 
As  flies  that  vision  from  his  sight, 

And  darkness  veils  the  earth  — 
Shall  whisper  of  that  future  day. 
Which  gives  a  sun  of  fadeless  ray 

To  man's  immortal  birth. 
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SONNET. 

TO    THE    SWEET    BRIAR. 


0  sweetest,  purest  fragrance !  of  what  hours 
Dost  thou  remind  me,  like  thyself,  all  sweet ; 
When  eyes  heloved  I  fondly  joyed  to  meet. 

That  beamed  their  welcome  amid  *  *  's  bowers. 

The  dark  green  shades,  the  blossoming  banks  were 
there, 
And  ah !  a  form  revered  beneath  them  moved, 
Whose  every  look,  whose  lightest  word  I  loved 

Even  then  — undimmed  by  age,  unpaled  by  care. 

Ah  !  how  much  dearer  when  the  dark  storm  rose, 
That  to  that  heart  its  ruthless  arrow  sent ; 
How  touching  was  thy  trustful,  hushed  lament, 

The  blissful  love  that  triumphed  o'er  thy  woes. 

When  nature's  blessed  face  was  closed  to  thee, 

Thine  own  still  shone  in  meek  serenity  ! 
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LINES. 


Books  !  sweet  associates  of  the  silent  hour. 

What  blessed  aspirations  do  I  owe 
To  your  companionship — your  peaceful  power 

High  and  pure  pleasure  ever  can  bestow. — 
Of  noble  ones  I  trace  the  path  through  life, 

Joy  in  then-  joys,  and  sorrow  as  they  mourn ; 
Gaze  on  then-  Christian,  animating  strife, 

And  shed  fond  tears  o'er  their  untimely  urn  : 
Or,  with  heroic  beings  tread  the  soil 

Of  a  freed  country,  by  themselves  made  free, 
And  taste  the  recompense  of  virtuous  toil, 

The  exaltation  of  humanity. — 
With  Washington  the  battle-field  I  lead. 

Or  walk  with  Howard  in  the  dungeon's  gloom ; 
With  Channing  purify  the  bigot's  creed, 

And  breathe  the  glories  that  are  yet  to  come  ; 
With  Romilly  a  people's  rights  I  guard, 

And  humanize  the  savage  penal  law, 
And,  of  benevolence  the  high  reward, 

With  him  froin  purest,  holiest  founts  I  draw  : 
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Or  with  my  Father's  spirit  taste  the  charm 

Of  all  philanthropy  and  virtue  give  ; 
Mild  judgment,  genius  hriglit,  and  feeling  warm, 

As  in  Iris  works  they  shall  for  ever  live : 
Or,  in  thy  page,  my  Henry !  see  what  youth, 

Adorned  with  noblest  virtues,  may  achieve ; 
Arresting  Science  at  the  bar  of  Truth, 

Labours  which  death's  cold  hand  may  not  bereave. 
0 !  ever  foremost  in  thy  country's  page, 

Thy  toils,  my  brother !  shall  prolong  thy  name, 
A  bright  example  to  a  thoughtless  age 

Of  tender  years,  yet  ripened  in  thy  fame. 
Yes,  sweet  the  lonely  hours  I  consecrate, 

My  loved  companions  !  to  your  influence  blest ; 
Tbe  joys  ye  bring  me  are  secure  from  fate, 

Tbe  glad  forerunners  of  eternal  rest ! 
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Pent  in  the  city's  darksome  walls,  I  pine 

For  the  pure  air  of  heaven,  and  mountain  breeze ; 
To  hear  the  fresh  winds  sigh  among  the  trees. 
And  gaze  once  more  on  nature's  face  divine. 
Alas !  in  vain ;  for  wearing  pain  is  mine, 

Sickness  and  weariness :  —  sometimes  Ithink, 
That,  but  for  one  dear  being,  on  the  blink, 
I  would  not  ask  to  linger  —  to  confine 
The  heart  that  pants  for  freedom  —  to  endure 
A  tortured  frame,  with  every  blessing  round  — 
To  dream  of  woods,  and  waters,  and  the  sound 
Of  birds  most  musical  —  and  feel  how  poor 
The  town's  vain  scenes,  to  one  whose  steps  would  be 
On  mountain  wilds,  'mid  nature's  liberty. 
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SONNET 

ON    THE    DEATH    OF   A    LITTLE    GIRL. 


0  early  faded !  while  a  mother's  heart 
Wove  the  fond  visions  of  thy  future  years, 

And  felt  the  dawn  of  thy  young  life  impart 
A  thousand  hopes  —  a  thousand  tender  fears. 

Now  the  pale  smile  of  death  thy  beauty  wears, 
And  she  must  yield  thee  to  the  silent  grave  , 

While  o'er  thee  fall  affection's  lingering  tears, 
And  the  cold  weeds  above  her  loved  one  wave. 

Yet  ait  thou  blest,  and  smilmg  far  above 
Their  weeping  gaze,  in  the  eternal  bowers, 
One  of  the  rarest  and  the  loveliest  flowers, 

Thou  bloomest  on,  all  innocence  and  love, 

Musing  that  blissful  dream,  though  now  most  blest, 

When  thou  again  shalt  clasp  a  parent's  breast. 
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LINES 


ON  THE   DEATH   OF  A  YOUNG   GERMAN   AUTHOR. 


Pure  spirit!  wbo  on  wings  of  love  descended, 

Amidst  the  bright  and  beautiful  on  earth, 

Yet  with  a  bearing  conscious  of  thy  birth, 
Of  youthful  dignity,  and  ever  blended 
The  poet's  heirdom  of  high  thought,  with  all 

Thy  sad  though  radiant  youth  — how  soon  did  life 

Call  from  thy  bleeding  bosom  the  young  strife, 
And  heavy  clouds  of  sorrow  o'er  thee  fall.  — 
Yet  would' st  thou  not  recall 

That  gift,  which  brought  to  thee 

Such  peace  and  purity, 
Though  grief  with  spectre  shapes  thy  fancy  did  appal ; 

Still  through  the  deepening  gloom 

One  angel-form  did  come, 
Beckoning  unto  thee,  with  her  smile  divine ; 

And  thy  young  glowing  heart 

With  freshening  hopes  did  start, 
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To  hail  the  love  that  bad  on  earth  been  thine. — 
In  sun  or  shade,  in  calm  or  storm, 
A  sweet  and  shadowy  form 
Was  ever  at  thy  side, 

And  wore  the  features  of  thy  sainted  bride ! 
Ah  !  fatally  too  fond, 

Her  gathering  arras  she  spread, 
And  winged  the  dart  that  sent  thee  to  the  dead ! 
Thou  too  didst  gaze  thy  promised  joys  beyond, 
With  yearning  all  too  true, 

For  her  who  for  long  years  had  vanished  from  thy 
view. 
Heaven,  pitying  parted  love, 
Called  thy  pure  soul  above, 

To  its  true  home  and  ever  dearest  rest, 
Where,  with  thy  young  love  blest, 
Thou  mightest  rove  through  calm  Elysian  bowers, 
And,  with  thy  fancy  high, 
Look  down  on  this  oiu  sky, 
Quaffing  the  sweets  of  rich  immortal  flowers. 
There,  in  beatitude, 
With  all  supreme  and  good, 
Thy  glorious  nature  might  its  powers  unfold, 
Far  from  a  world  to  thee  so  lone  and  cold. 
The  whde  that  world, 
That  saw  an  hour  unfurled, 
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The  unripe  fruit  of  thy  young  spirit's  bloom, 

Erected  thee  a  hier, 

And  shed  a  parting  tear, 
]  hinging  an  unflowered  laurel  on  thy  tomh. 

Arid  I,  in  foreign  scene, 

From  thy  pure  lite-tracks  glean 
Thoughts  far  too  high  for  tears,  and  hopes  for  years 
to  come. 


VERSES. 


Yes,  opening  life  to  him  was  bright, 
It  wore  his  own  pure  spirit's  light ; 
In  every  scene  he  called  forth  good, 
From  being's  strange  vicissitude  ; 
That  world,  to  some  so  cold  and  dim, 
Was  the  clear  path  to  heaven  for  him. 

And  life  was  bright,  for  round  his  head 
The  wreath  of  spotless  fame  was  spread ; 
And  friendship  came  with  smiles  to  pour 
Her  radiance  on  Iris  youthful  hour ; 
And  his  were  joys  to  which  are  given 
Some  faint  similitude  of  heaven. 
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Wherever  want  had  bowed  her  head, 
Was  heard  his  footstep's  gentle  tread : 
Where  error  or  where  guilt  appeared, 
His  mild,  rebuking  voice  was  heard ; 
And  where  the  mourner  vigil  kept, 
His  sympatliizing  bosom  wept. 

By  all  revered,  by  ah1  beloved, 
In  peace  and  joy  through  Life  he  moved, 
And  that  pme  spirit  foimd  a  breast 
On  which  his  own  in  trust  might  rest ; 
And  visions  of  home-felt  delight 
Around  lihn  threw  their  angel-light. 

His  cup  of  earthly  joy  was  full, 
And  life  itself  was  beautiful ; 
But  even  in  that  horn-  of  bliss, 
Deeper  and  holier  joys  were  his ; 
And  oft  he  raised  his  ardent  eyes, 
In  faith,  to  the  immortal  skies. 

The  mandate  came — in  that  bright  day. 
It  came,  and  he  was  called  away ; 
From  love,  from  friendship,  and  from  life, 
He  past,  nor  felt  the  painful  strife ; 
Oh  they  were  dear — but  dearer  still 
To  him  was  his  Creator's  will. 
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The  glories  which  through  life  had  shone. 
In  ev'ry  scene  to  guide  hirn  on, 
Came  with  then  pure,  immortal  glow, 
To  shine  upon  his  dying  brow ; 
And  the  deep,  grateful  love  he  bore 
His  God,  sustained  him  in  that  horn*. 

He  past  in  calmness  and  in  faith, — 
Oh !  are  we  thus  prepared  for  death  ; 
And  tranquil  coidd  we  hear  the  call, 
Which  asks  us  to  surrender  all, 
And,  in  the  prime  of  our  career, 
Meet  the  cold  grave  without  a  fear? 

Oh !  let  us  humbly  turn  to  Him 

Whose  word  can  make  the  bright  eye  dim, 

And  with  a  sudden  touch,  a  blight. 

Chase  every  feeling  of  delight — 

Who,  ere  one  chill  night-breeze  has  past, 

An  early  death  can  o'er  us  cast. — 

To  Him,  who  in  that  darkest  horn- 
Still  o'er  us  spreads  his  shield  of  power. 
In  all  we  fear,  and  all  we  prove, 
Still  shrouds  us  in  his  arms  of  love, 
And  makes  that  last  sad  season  bright 
With  visions  of  eternal  light ! 
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In  the  pale  shadows  of  the  silent  night, 

0  Mend  beloved !  thy  form  once  more  I  saw, 
Not  as  restored  from  death,  with  trembling  awe, 

But  still  in  all  its  living  beauty  bright ; 

Thy  smile  was  breathing  still  its  calm  delight — 
Tliine  eye  with  purest  beams  of  genius  shone  — 
The  music  of  thy  voice  —  all  was  thine  own, 

And  fear  and  sorrow  vanished  at  thy  sight. 

Again,  as  in  the  years  gone  by,  I  turned 

To  hear  thee  speak  the  words  of  peace  and  love, 
Till  my  thoughts  soared  all  earthly  griefs  above, 

And  in  my  heart  a  holier  spirit  burned — 
Ah !  friend  beloved !  too  soon  I  woke  to  shed 
The  tears  of  memory  o'er  thy  narrow  bed ! 
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LINES. 


Of  Zeno  we  have  an  illustrious  testimony  from  a  solemn  decree  of 
the  Athenians : — "Whereas  Zeno,  the  son  of  Mnaseas,  the  Cittican, 
having  many  years  professed  philosophy  in  this  city,  and,  as  well  in 
all  other  things,  hath  demeaned  himself  like  a  good  man,  as  particu- 
larly exhorting  the  young  men  who  went  to  be  instructed  by  him, 
hath  provoked  them  to  virtue  and  sobriety,  withal  exhibiting  his  own 
life  a  pattern  of  the  best  things,  answerable  to  the  discourses  he  used 
to  make,  it  is  therefore  decreed  by  the  people,  that  Zeno,  the  son  of 
Mnaseas,  be  solemnly  praised,  and  crowned  (according  to  the  usage) 
with  a  golden  crown,  and  that  a  monument  be  erected  for  him  at  the 
public  charge  in  the  Ceramicum." — From  Barrow's  Sermons,  vol.  1, 
p.  342. 


In  ancient  times,  one  spot 
Was  sacred  to  the  brave ; 

The  laurel  waved  lor  him 
Who  died  his  land  to  save. 

And  heroes  who  had  bled, 
Returning  in  their  pride, 

Stood  with  then-  crowned  brows 
That  holy  dust  beside. 
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The  matron's  foot  grew  slow 
As  she  approached  that  shrine ; 

There  did  she  lead  her  child, 
And  say,  "  Such  fate  be  thine  ! " 

Warriors,  with  reverent  awe 
And  glowing  faces,  gazed 

Upon  the  trophies  bright, 
There  unto  valour  raised  — 

With  flashing  eye  they  came, 
Their  triumph  to  receive ; 

Fame's  fan-  immortal  crown, 
All  that  their  land  could  give  ! 


S-1 


At  last  a  meek  form  came, 
A  pure  and  gentle  brow, 

And  the  bright  wreath  was  his, 
But  it  was  no  warrior  now. 

Zeno !  thy  virtues  gained 

A  triumph  loftier  far 
Than  ever  hero  bore, 

Returning  from  the  war ! 
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Thy  blameless  life — thy  truth. 
Thy  noble  deeds  and  words, 

Thy  passions  chained  and  kept, 
By  stronger  power  than  swords. 

Thy  patient  trust  in  grief, 
Thy  humble  heart  in  joy, 

Thy  life  exposed  to  save, 

Whom  power  would  fain  destroy. 

These,  from  thy  citizens, 

A  wondering  tribute  claimed, 

And  at  the  shrine,  thy  worth 
A  thousand  tongues  proclaimed ! 

Where  valour  once  had  trod, 
Now  holier  virtue  smiled, 

A  nobler  conqueror  there, 
Thy  country  hailed  her  child. 
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SONNET, 


ON    MY    FATHERS    BIRTH-DAY. 


There  is  a  day  we  love — whether  it  rise 

O'ercast  with  clouds,  or  bright  in  sunshine  drest . 
In  the  wild  storm,  or  softer  summer  skies, 

To  us  for  ever  sacred — ever  blest. — 
With  its  first  beam  a  prayer  is  in  our  breast, 
And  many  a  wish  is  fondly  breathed  to  Heaven, 
That  all  its  best  and  boliest  gifts  be  given 
A  father's  reverenced  head — that  its  own  rest, 
The  calm  of  peace,  the  good  man's  recompense, 
May  shed  its  halo  round  his  Life's  decline, 
And  every  added  year  may  brighter  shine, 
As  setting  suns  a  richer  glow  dispense ; 
While  memoiy's  beams,  like  angel-smiles,  shall  pom- 
Hope's  brightest  radiance  o'er  Life's  closing  hour. 
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LINES, 


SUGGESTED    BY   A    RELIGIOUS    LECTURE. 


I  n  every  age,  in  every  various  clime, 

From  the  first  day  that  marked  the  race  of  time, 

With  different  aspect,  colour,  powers,  and  mind, 

One  faith,  one  hope  has  yet  aroused  mankind, 

Poured  its  hlest  heams  amid  the  deepest  night, 

And  waked  even  savage  hosoins  to  delight.  — 

One  hope,  one  faith,  that  an  all-powerful  care 

Called  forth  a  world  so  beautiful  and  fair, 

That  one  great  Spirit  o'er  its  frame  presides, 

Watches  its  changes,  and  its  motion  guides. 

The  untutored  Indian  hears  him  in  the  storm, 

And  in  the  cloud  careering,  seeks  his  form ; 

In  the  wild  waving  of  the  woods  at  even, 

To  him  the  breeze  seems  whispering  of  Heaven ; 

And  though  invisible  and  far  He  be, 

He  reads  his  Maker  marked  on  every  tree. 

How  gains  he  thus,  amid  that  darkest  lot, 

A  knowledge  wealth  of  worlds  may  equal  not ; 
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That,  even  ignorant  of  nature's  laws, 
He  yet  ascends  unto  the  first  great  Cause ; 
And,  dark  in  all  the  mysteries  of  earth, 
Yet  rises  conscious  of  a  heavenly  birth  ? 
Is  it  tradition  that  thus  guides  him  time, 
And  reads  creation  to  his  wondering  view  ; 
Or,  with  instinctive  knowledge,  does  he  soar 
Above  all  lesser  works,  and  God  adore  ? 
Oh !  not  tradition — for  time's  whelming  flood 
Has  swept  away  the  beautiful  and  good, 
The  wealth  of  nations,  sciences,  and  art, 
All  that  of  life  hath  formed  the  noblest  part, 
Discoveries,  changes,  and  improvement's  tide, 
And  man  too  often  o'er  the  wreck  hath  sighed ; 
Nor  instinct  — for  a  loftier  reason  gives 
The  sacred  hope,  in  every  breast  that  lives.  — 
Ask  the  poor  savage  why  he  trusts  a  God  ? 
The  Arab  cries,  My  camel's  steps  have  trod 
In  desert  sands,  and  left  then-  traces  there ; 
I  trace  my  steed  even  in  that  empty  air ; 
And  thus,  in  all  around  and  all  above, 
I  see  a  mighty  spirit  work  and  move ! 
'T  is  in  his  works  that  thus  our  Maker  lives  ; 
The  simple  reason  that  the  Arab  gives, 
Becomes  to  us  the  inference  of  the  heart : 
Creation  breathes  of  love  in  every  part .  — 
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Before  the  voice  divine  was  heard  from  heaven, 

This  preparation  was  in  mercy  given ; 

The  mind  was  taught,  for  truth  more  deep  and  high, 

To  read  in  nature  the  Divinity ; 

And,  having  learnt  the  holy  lessons  there, 

To  turn  to  pages  more  divinely  fair. 

How  reads  she  those  ?  the  beauteous  world  around, 

Does  it  not  answer  the  inspiring  sound, 

Confirm  the  tidings  of  the  angelic  voice, 

For  "  God  is  good" — does  it  not  cry  "  Rejoice !  " 

Exemplify  and  prove,  in  every  part, 

The  purest  wisdom  and  the  nicest  art? 

God's  tender  mercies  are  o'er  all,  't  is  said, 

We  look,  and  lo  !  the  little  ravens  fed ! 

The  hen  is  gathering  softly  o'er  her  brood, 

The  meanest  thing  that  crawls  has  ah*  and  food, 

A  wondrous  fi-ame  and  an  Almighty  care, 

Those  tender  mercies — they  are  everywhere  ! 

Lord  of  all  power  and  might,  the  Scriptures  call 

The  great  presiding  Spirit  over  all ; 

But  far  more  awfully  that  power  is  told, 

The  living  fires  of  Heaven  when  we  behold, 

See  the  dark  clouds  encompassing  our  day, 

And  hear  the  tempest  rushing  on  its  way ; 

While  desolation  covers  all  the  land, 

We  own  the  works  of  an  Almighty  hand, 
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And  in  the  beauty  that  the  wreck  survives, 

We  feel  the  love  that  shields  our  fragile  lives. 

Then  let  not  superstition  turn  away 

The  votary  of  nature  from  her  sway, 

With  gloomy  doubts,  and  dark,  erroneous  fears, 

Obscure  the  heavenly  impress  that  she  wears, 

Or  think  that  revelation  can  inspire 

One  holy  feeling,  or  one  high  desire, 

But  nature  breathes  into  the  soul  a  bliss, 

That  may  confirm  and  deepen  even  this. 


LINES. 


A  child  is  born — now  ring  the  bells, 

The  hen  is  in  his  father's  arms, 
The  mother's  heart  with  rapture  swells,   ■ 

And  hush'd  are  all  love's  fond  alarms. 
How  sweet  the  sound  these  bells  convey, 

How  bright  the  morning  seems  to  break, 
Mother,  rejoice !  they  seem  to  say, 

Rejoice,  for  thy  dear  infant's  sake  ! 
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Ay,  shed  fond  tears !  —  God's  holiest  gift 

Is  in  that  feehle  infant  given  ; 
Thine  eyes  in  smiling  love  uplift, 

And  crave  for  Mm  the  care  of  Heaven. 
Dreams  of  his  honor,  virtue,  truth, 

In  loveliest  vision  round  thee  play ; 
See  that  they  crown  his  opening  youth, 

Yes !  guide  liim  on  his  onward  way. 

Brief  years  have  past — another  hell 

Now  summons  forth  that  infant  heir, 
And  to  some  hearts  might  only  tell 

Of  horns  of  toil  and  paiuful  care — 
But  to  his  ardent  ear  it  sj>eaks 

Of  honoured  labours,  prizes  high ; 
The  glow  is  on  his  childish  cheeks 

Of  a  victorious  industry. 

He  will  fulfil  a  mother's  dream, 

Her  eye  in  pride  and  love  shall  rest 
On  him,  whose  every  childish  scheme 

Is  breathed  to  her  confiding  breast. 
She  shall  behold  him  noble,  high, 

Rejoice  his  virtuous  fame  to  hear; 
That  bell,  now  ringing  through  the  sky, 

Still  sweetly  shall  salute  her  ear. 
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Yes !  he  is  all  a  mother's  love 

Would  picture  in  her  hour  of  prayer ; 
And  now  his  steps  in  manhood  move, 

And  other  hells  ring  on  the  ah. — 
All  yes !  it  is  his  wedding  hour, 

And  joy  now  breathes  in  every  tone; 
A  lovely  bride  —  a  meek,  bright  flower, 

A  faithful  heart,  are  all  his  own. 

Ah,  welcome  bells !  now  gaily  ring, 

With  peal  on  peal  salute  the  ah  ; 
What  happy  thoughts  ye  with  you  bring, 

Of  sweet  domestic  love  and  care. 
See  !  her  glad  blush  has  marked  your  sound, 

And  brighter  beams  his  radiant  eye ; 
Yes !  pom'  your  melody  around, 

Ring  out  your  silver  notes  on  liigh  ! 

The  mother's  heart  has  heard  ye  too, 

The  mother's  tears  your  peal  has  blest, 
As  with  a  love  for  ever  true, 

Once  more  sbe  clasps  him  to  her  breast : 
At  every  peal  ye  ring  she  smiles  — 

Smiles  that  woidd  chase  her  tears  away : 
Although  her  fond  domestic  wiles 

Some  moments  would  prolong  his  stay. 

H 
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Long  years  have  past— ah !  happy  bells, 

Once  more  ye  ring— hut  change  is  there— 
Your  mournful  peal  with  anguish  swells 
The  heart  of  that  once  joyous  heir.— 
Sad  is  your  sound;  the  loved  of  years, 
The  smiling  bride— the  dearer  wife, 
Unconscious  lies— while  his  warm  tears 
Are  pouring  from  his  bosom's  strife. 

Your  lengthened  notes— your  solemn  peal, 
Speak  of  bereavement,  sorrow,  death ; 

No  longer  may  those  notes  reveal 
A  soul  of  joy  in  every  breath. 

Weeping,  he  lists  your  altered  tone 
At  distance  die  upon  the  air ; 

The  kind,  fond  heart,  so  late  his  own. 
No  more  his  vacant  horn  may  share. 

Yet  once  again,  changed  bells !  ye  sound, 

And  to  the  holy  aisle  ye  call ; 
With  heart  subdued,  and  thought  profound, 

He  hears  your  solemn  accents  fall  — 
Bright  hopes,  fair  dreams,  there  for  him  wait. 

Yea,  an  eternity  of  love ! 
Ah !  sweet  once  more,  despite  of  fate, 

He  hears  your  angel  summons  move. 
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Peal  on !  peal  on !  a  glorious  peal ! 

The  strife  is  o'er,  the  victory  his — 
With  folded  hands,  now  o'er  him  steal 

The  visions  of  immortal  bliss ; 
And  calmly  now  he  hears  your  sound, 

The  peace  of  heaven  upon  his  brow, 
His  foot  upon  the  sacred  ground, — 

Yes,  ye  have  soothed  the  mourner  now ! 
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SONNET. 


Thou  art  enshrined,  although  thou  knowst  it  not, 
With  many  a  blessing,  borne  on  the  soft  air 
Which  hovers  round  thee  from  my  evening  prayer ; 
And  thou,  although  the  voice  thou  hast  forgot, 
Art  living  in  the  sweetness  of  its  spell, 

Which,  at  Heaven's  gate  is  pleading  still  for  thee, 
Invoking  peace  upon  thy  destiny ; 
And  wishing  thee,  in  thy  heart's  hallowed  cell, 
Blest  hopes  and  fairest  memories— and  such  days 
As  may  defy  the  fleeting  wing  of  time, 
And  bear  bright  fruits  of  virtue,  to  a  clime 
Where  they  may  bloom  in  the  Eternal  praise  — 
Thou  art  surrounded  thus  with  holiest  charm, 
And  friendship's  sacred  prayer  still  shields  thy  life 
from  harm. 
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SONNET, 

TO   MY   MOTHER,   ON    HER   BIRTH-DAY. 


Though  now  no  more  in  our  own  smiling  home, 
Where  thou  hast  made  our  happy  childhood  sweet, 
And  winged  the  hours  with  little  pleasures — fleet, 

But  not  forgotten — yet  where'er  we  roam, 

Whatever  paths  we  may  he  doomed  to  stray, 

Our  hearts,  by  time  unchanged,  are  fondly  thine ; 

And  many  a  lip,  which  thou  hast  taught  to  pray, 
Is  asking  blessings  on  thy  life's  decline. — 

And  thou  shalt  still  be  hlest:— the  storm  is  past — 
The  sim  of  brighter  hopes  begins  to  shine ! 

Oh  not  in  vain  thou  hast  endiued  the  blast, 
Not  vainly  wrapt  thee  in  a  trust  divine, 

For  the  long  record  of  thine  untired  love, 

Winged  by  thy  cliildren's  blessings,  waits  above  ! 


54 


VERSES. 


I  heard  a  song,  and  it  softly  fell 

On  my  ear  like  one  of  other  years  ; 
And  I  felt  my  heart  to  its  cadence  swell, 

And  its  sweetness  drew  some  lingering  tears. 

I  )h  !  it  made  me  muse  on  many  a  one, 
Who  listened  once  with  me  to  the  strain ; 

Long,  long  from  all  but  my  memory  gone, 
The  loved,  whom  I  never  may  see  again. 

It  made  me  sad,  for  it  brought  the  days 

When  my  hopes  were  bright,  and  my  heart  was 
young ; 
When  my  lips  were  tuned  to  joy  and  praise, 

And  the  freshness  of  life  was  in  my  song. 

I  listened  and  wept — yet  when  it  was  o'er, 
So  strangely  sweetness  mixed  with  pain, 

That  though  my  very  heart  it  tore, 
I  asked  for  that  mournful  strain  again. 
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EPITHALAMIUM. 


Bright  be  the  day,  and  fair  the  hour. 
When,  yielding  to  thy  gentle  power, 
Around  thine  altar,  Love !  we  stand, 
To  form  a  high  and  sacred  hand ! 
Yes,  here  our  youngest  flower  is  come, 
To  seek  a  new  and  dearer  home ; 
With  virgin  smiles,  and  heart  elate, 
To  seal  with  one  small  ring  her  fate ; 
Her  lover's  daily  lot  to  share, 
To  bless  his  board,  his  hearth,  his  prayer, 
And  to  refine  and  raise  his  heart, 
By  the  pure  joy  those  smiles  impart. 
And  he — protection,  care,  and  love, 
In  glad  return  't  is  his  to  prove, 
Her  wish  foresee,  her  sorrow  soothe, 
And  guard  with  tender  hand  her  youth ; 
Her  joys  and  griefs  through  life  to  rest 
Upon  one  sympatliising  breast. 
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So  shall  no  canker  e'er  invade 
The  bosom  of  their  peaceful  shade ; 
So  shall  each  bright  day  brighter  seem. 
When  smiling  in  love's  radiant  beam. 
May  each  fond  wish  we  breathe  them  here 
Be  round  them  through  each  future  year, 
And  this  glad  morning  prove  to  be 
The  herald  of  then  destiny  ! 
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SONNET, 

ON    THE    DEATH    OF    A.    C ,    ESQ. 


In  private  shades  there  dwelt  a  patriot  heart, 
Most  nobly  generous,  guileless,  and  sincere  ; 
Well  does  his  early  grave  demand  our  tear, 

How  few  so  friendly,  so  devoid  of  art ! 

With  cordial  warmth,  on  all  he  would  bestow 
His  own  o'erflowing  kindness,  unconfmed, 
Though  the  rich  stores  of  his  high-cultured  mind 

Humble  he  hid,  and  only  few  might  know. 

Much  shall  we  miss  thee  on  our  onward  way, 
Thy  ready  smile,  thy  friendly  clasp  of  hand  : 
But  those  affections  now  in  heaven's  own  land 

Are  blest,  with  those  thou  lovedst  in  earlier  day  ; 

And  they  thou  leavest  behind  will  trustful  wait. 

Till  for  them  too  shall  ope  the  golden  gate ! 
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SONNET. 


0  ye  wild  winds,  that  with  resistless  sweep 

Scatter  the  troubled  clouds,  and  through  the  sky 
Send  your  portentous  harbingers  on  high, — 

Wild  flash,  dim  storm,  and  tempest  o'er  the  deep !  — 

Oh  sleep  !  by  every  prayer  I  bid  you  sleep ! 

Hush  your  strange  music ! — back  into  your  caves  ' 
Angel  of  Peace  !  walk  forth  upon  the  waves, 

And  o'er  the  trembling  sea  thy  vigils  keep ! 

O  spread  thy  wing  o'er  the  tired  voyager, 
And  gently  waft  him  o'er  the  sunny  spray ; 
Bid  the  wild  lightnings  at  soft  distance  play, 

And  tenderest  breezes  stir  the  quiet  ah ; 

Be  thy  blest  calm  around  him  as  he  moves, 

And  oh !  restore  lnm  to  the  hearts  he  loves. 
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THE   TRUE   MAN. 


He  is  a  man  whom  noble  qualities 
Environ  as  his  birth-right;  who  wears  virtue 
Even  as  he  would  a  breast-plate,  easily, 
And  yet  close  to  his  heart ;  wbom  honour  fences 
As  with  a  priceless  crown— with  modest  pride  ; 
Who  ever  lifts  a  reverent  eye  above, 
And  bends  a  humble  knee ;  whom  victory 
Over  the  world's  conflictiug  forms  of  sin 
Makes  not  presumptuous,  but  pitiful 
To  those  who  in  that  fiery  trial  sink ; 
He  is  a  man  who  in  his  inmost  soul 
Keeps  visions  of  his  God  glorious  and  pure, 
And  then  reflection  casts  on  human  things ; 
Who  never  walks  alone,  but  in  communion 
With  what  is  bright  and  holy — listening  still 
The  cahn  sweet  voices  of  the  inward  guide. 
He  is  a  man  who  fears  no  foe  but  sin, 
And  meets  the  clashing  evils  of  his  fate, 
And  of  tlus  mystic  life,  with  brow  serene ; 
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Who  analyzes  human  destiny, 

And  finds  in  all  its  threads  a  providence ; 

Who  worships  nature  second  but  to  God, 

And  casts  himself  into  the  beautiful, 

The  spiritual  forms  of  God's  benevolence, 

Even  with  a  rapturous  faith,  a  sateless  joy ; 

Whose  heart  from  youth  to  age  its  freshness  keeps, 

Watered  by  dews,  and  fed  by  suns  divine. 
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LINES. 


When  I  forget  the  Sacred  Power, 
Which  guards  my  life,  each  passing  hour 
When  I  can  gaze  on  flower  and  tree, 
Yet  own  no  blissful  sympathy 
With  nature's  charm — when  I  can  look 
Upon  the  heaven's  wide-opened  book, 
And  see  the  stars  in  order  move, 
Yet  feel  no  thrill  of  holy  love  — 
When  all  the  fairest,  brightest,  best 
Shall  pass  my  soul,  unloved,  unblest, 
Even  as  a  dream  remembered  not — 
Then — not  till  then  —  be  Thou  forgot! 
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DESTINY. 


'Mid  anxious  bodings  of  futurity, 

Sleep  fell  upon  me,  and  methought  I  stood, 

Trembling  and  pale,  amid  the  battle  flood. 
Compassed  with  terror  and  calamity. 
It  was  a  bitter  conflict,  and  mine  eye 

Shrank  from  the  fearful  wildness  of  the  sight : 
When  lo  !  a  deep  voice — "  This  is  destiny — 

Gird  on  thy  heavenly  armour  for  the  fight. 
Face  the  world's  trials." — Wondering  I  turned, 

And  viewed  a  form  of  gentleness  and  grace, 

High  thoughts  and  youth  sat  glowing  on  his  face, 
And  in  his  eye  a  holy  ardor  burned:  — 
"  O  who  art  thou?"  I  cried: — he  smiling  spread 

A  shield  before  me,  and  the  darts  around 
Played  harmless  on  it :  — my  weak  steps  he  led, 

And  if  I  slightly  sighed,  he  caught  the  sound : — 
"  Art  thou  my  guardian  angel?"    "  Sent  by  Heaven 

"  I  come,"  said  he,  "  to  share  thy  mortal  doom  — 
One  common  pilgrimage  to  both  is  given, 

One  heart,  one  home,  one  summons,  and  one  tomb !" 
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SONNET. 


Amidst  the  darkness  of  the  ancient  time, 

Did  dreams  of  heauty  linger — thought  and  grace 
Beamed  forth  serenely  on  the  sculptured  face ; 

Heroic  deeds,  the  achievements  of  each  clime, 

Had  their  memorial,  deathless  and  sublime, 
In  the  pure  marble — now  the  virtuous  few 
Reap  not  their  fame  —  the  noble  deeds  they  do 

Are  all  unknown — they  perish  in  their  prime. 

Yet  do  they  leave  to  this  benighted  earth 
A  prouder  gift  than  Grecian  art  bestowed, 
The  burning  thoughts  that  raise  the  soul  to  God, 

The  hopes  that  teach  it  of  its  heavenly  birth, 

And  those  immortal  energies  of  mind 

Which  sanctify,  and  save,  and  bless  mankind. 
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SONNET, 

Suggested  by  the  Author's  being  asked,  "  What  is  the  most  beautiful 
object  in  nature  ?  " 


What  is  in  nature's  forms  most  beautiful '? 

The  soft,  pale  Moon,  when  through  the  expanse  of 
nmht 

She  sheds  o'er  heaven's  blue  vault  her  gentle  light, 
flaking  the  dark  clouds  with  her  splendour  full, 

Serenely  sailing  on  her  path  of  bliss?  — 
Or  the  young  Sun,  when  from  the  burning  east 

He  rises  radiant  through  the  morning  mist, 
And  wakes  the  world  to  life  and  happiness? — 
( )r  the  wide  Sea,  which  with  unbounded  surge 

Rolls  on,  the  image  of  eternity  ? 

No — these  are  beauteous  —  but  unconsciously 
Then  destined  course  they  through  creation  urge- 
There  is  a  form  more  glorious  and  more  bright, 
The  human  eye,  filled  with  the  soul's  pure  light ! 
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SONETTO.* 


Qual  di  Natura  forma  ha  piu  beltade  " 
Luna  pallida,  dolce,  e  senza  velo 
Che  sparge,  erraudo  per  l'espanso  cielo, 
Di  gentil  luce  le  superne  strade ; 

01  giovin  Sol  che  dall'  Eoe  contrade 
Sorge  raggiante,  e  dal  notturno  gelo 
Kisveglia  i  fior  che  drizzansi  in  lor  stelo, 
El  mondo  a  vita  ed  a  felicitade ; 

0  1'  arnpio  mar,  d'  Eternitate  irnrnago, 
Che  va  roteando  1'  onda  tempestosa  ? 
No  ;  di  questi  e  ciascun  spettacol  vago, 

Ma  inconsci  '1  corso  sequon  di  natura. 

Fulgida  piu,  v'ha  forma,  piu  gloriosa : 

L'  occhio  donde  traluce  un  alma  pura. 


*  This  beautiful  translation  is  from  the  pen  of  that  elegant  and 
accomplished  scholar,  Mr.  Grimaldi. 
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SONNET. 


Wkentnall  !  farewell !  where  many  a  smiling  day 
Of  rural  pleasure  has  gone  lightly  hy, 
And,  like  a  summer  sunbeam,  seemed  to  fly 

Across  my  spirit — soon  to  fade  away. 

Farewell !  ye  deep-blue  hills,  ye  waving  fields. 
Each  lovely  landscape  brightening  to  my  gaze. 

The  thousand  varied  charms  that  nature  yields. 
Soon,  soon  to  be  the  dream  of  other  days. 

When  I  shall  be  far  distant;  peace  be  thine — 
Still  may  thy  cottage  smoke  amid  the  trees — 
.May  the  pure  fragrance  of  the  healthful  breeze 

And  many  a  cloudless  sun  upon  thee  shine ! 

And  oh  !  may  they  thy  simple  joys  have  blessed, 

In  all  their  wanderings  find  as  sweet  a  rest. 
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THE   TEMPLE. 


Into  the  Temple's  sacred  bound, 

Jesus  went  forth,  and,  standing  there, 

He  sorrowfully  gazed  around 

On  that  profaned  house  of  prayer  — 

For  there  did  Mammon  hold  his  throne. 

The  merchandise  of  earth  o'ertlu'ew 
All  that  the  heart  should  holiest  own, 

A  sj>ot  to  God's  pure  worship  due. 

Then  indignation  lit  that  brow 
Of  dignity  so  calm  and  great; 

He  turned  then  stands  to  overthrow, 
He  warned  them  of  impending  fate: 

"  This  house  was  sanctified  to  praise, 
And  humblest  prayer — but  ye,  profane, 

An  altar  to  your  God  would  raise, 
Make  it  the  scene  of  earthly  gain ! 
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"  Go  !  cany  hence  your  worldly  pride, 
The  pure  in  heart  shall  enter  here, 

The  huml.de  come  their  hrows  to  hide. 
The  mourner  to  dispel  his  tear. 

•'  A  den  of  thieves  my  house  ye  make, 
Depart"— t' was  peace  and  silence  there, 

Profoundly  deep  — a  calm,  to  break 
Only  to  holiest  sounds  of  prayer. 


And  Jesus  felt  the  blest  repose 
Divinely  sweet.     Oh  !  is  there  not 

A  soothing  for  our  bitterest  woes, 
Within  that  shrined  and  sacred  spot 
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A  holier  temple  still,  is  ours, 

In  the  veiled  precincts  of  the  heart ; 

Our  sacrifice— its  noblest  powers, 
Beyond  the  proudest  domes  of  art. 

No  worldly  fears  must  enter  in 
That  blest  retreat— no  sordid  care, 

No  clouds  of  doubt,  no  stains  of  sin, 
That  sacred  spot  with  God  must  share. 
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For  pure  that  shrine  must  ever  he, 
For  His  own  glorious  service  given, 

Which  shares  His  own  eternity, 
Which  tastes  the  happiness  of  heaven ! 


SI  DESERIS  PEKEO. 


He  seemed  to  love  her—  and  her  youthful  cheek 

Wore  for  awhile  the  transient  hloom  of  joy, 
And  her  heart  throhhed  with  hopes  she  could  not  speak, 

New  to  delight,  and  mute  in  ecstasy ; 
He  won  that  heart  in  its  simplicity, 

All  undisguised  in  its  young  tenderness, 
And  smiling  saw  that  he,  and  only  he, 

Had  power  at  once  to  wound  it,  or  to  hless. 

She  gave  to  him  her  innocent  affection, 

And  the  warm  feelings  of  her  guileless  breast ; 

And  from  the  storms  of  life  she  sought  protection 
In  his  dear  love,  her  home  of  earthly  rest : 
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In  this  sweet  trust  her  opening  days  were  blessed, 
And  joyously  she  hailed  her  coming  years, 

For  well  she  knew  that  even  if  distressed, 
There  would  he  one  kind  hand  to  dry  her  tears. 

He  left  her — and  in  trouble  she  awoke 

From  her  young  dream  of  bliss,  but  murmured  not 
<  >ver  her  secret  sufferings,  nor  spoke 

To  any  one  upon  her  cruel  lot ; 
You  would  have  deemed  that  he  had  been  forgot, 

Or  that  her  heart  was  callous  to  the  stroke ; 
But  on  her  cheek  there  was  one  hectic  spot — 

'T  was  little  —  but  it  told  her  heart  was  broke ! 

A iid  deeper  and  more  deep  the  painful  Hush 

Daily  became,  but  all  distress  seemed  o'er, 
Save  when  the  life-blood  gave  a  sudden  rush, 

Then  faded  into  paleness  as  before; 
At  once  too  proud,  too  humble  to  deplore, 

She  bowed  her  head  in  quietness :  — she  knew 
Her  faded  prospects  could  revive  no  more, 

Yet  was  she  calm,  for  she  had  heaven  in  view. 

She  loved  and  she  forgave  him — and  in  dying 
She  asked  a  blessing  on  his  future  years  ; 

And  so  she  went  to  sleep,  meekly  relying 

Upon  that  Power  which  shall  efface  all  tears. — 
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Her  simple  turf  the  young  spring  floweret  wears, 
And  the  pale  primrose  grows  upon  her  tomb ; 

And  when  the  storm  its  little  blossom  tears. 
It  bows  its  head — an  emblem  of  her  doom  ! 


THE   SISTERS. 


She  died  in  summer  eve — the  last  light  pale 

Of  lingering  twilight  on  her  languid  eyes, 
Around  her  the  last  zephyr's  gentle  gale, 

And  on  her  ear  soft  evening  melodies ; 
She  died  midst  fragrant  dews,  and  closing  flowers, 

Her  last  sigh  mingling  with  the  parting  breath 
Of  the  delicious  summer  evening  hours  ; 

Her  last  faint  sigh  —  oh  !  it  was  not  like  death. 

And  did  she  gaze  on  all  the  radiant  bloom 

That  shone  around  her  hi  its  careless  pride  ? 
Amid  the  coldness  of  approaching  doom, 
Of  living  beauty  saw  she  aught  beside? 
Bright  flower,  soft  ah-,  and  richly  glowing  skies, 
Had  these  her  heart — had  these  her  dying  sighs? 
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Ah  !  no  ;  there  knelt  beside  her  one  alone, 

Whose  young  slight  fomi  had  rivetted  her  look ; 

A  fair  cheek,  scarce  less  pallid  than  her  own, 
A  soft,  clear  brow,  which  hloorn  had  all  forsook ; 

Dark,  heavenly  eyes,  filled  with  resistless  tears, 

The  sister  of  her  first  and  happiest  years. 

She  did  not  weep  ;  but  as  those  eyes  she  read, 
With  tenderness  and  grieving  love  o'er-fraught, 

With  throbbing  heart  and  faltering  voice  she  said, 
••  Sister,  recall  me  sometimes  to  your  thought  — 

Midst  brighter  hopes,  and  gayer  scenes,  oh  yet 

Let  not  your  heart  tlus  evening  hour  forget ! 

•■  Oh  !  sometimes,  though  all  else  should  have  forgot 
As  the  south  wind  shuts  the  late  violet, 

Come  with  full  heart  to  this  deserted  spot, 
And  think  of  days  when  here  we  fondly  met ; 

Recall  our  infant  sports,  our  youthful  love, 

And  turn  some  fond  and  sorrowing  thoughts  above. 

•■  The  flowers  shall  breathe  to  thee  their  softest  sighs, 
And  fancy  mingle  my  departing  breath : 

And  all  these  mournful  evening  melodies, 

Oh !  they  shall  seem  to  thee  my  knell  of  death  !  — 

Sister,  farewell !  "  a  cold  shade  softly  fled 

O'er  the  bright  brow  —  and  she  had  vanished  ! 
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LINES. 


An  apparition  passed  me  by. 

It  was  the  shade  of  Time, 
And  still,  with  cold,  relentless  eye, 

He  fled  from  clime  to  clime  ; 
And  as  lie  fled,  he  bore  a  throng 
<  m  his  resistless  path  along. 

The  proud,  the  high  before  him  bowed, 

And  beauty  bent  her  head; 
And  of  that  great,  that  haughty  crowd 

All  gazed  on  him  with  dread; 
Even  they  who  mocked  him  paled  with  fear. 
While  gazing  on  his  wild  career. 

He  passed  —  and  nations  sunk  away 

Into  oblivion's  deep ; 
Whde  youth,  in  its  meridian  day, 

Went  to  its  dreamless  sleep ; 
The  mourner  bent  to  pour  her  tear  — 
He  came — she  was  no  longer  there ! 

L 
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The  bright  rose  fled  the  radiant  brow, 

And  every  matchless  grace, 
And  tresses  whiter  than  tbe  snow 

Shaded  the  lovely  face ; 
The  form  elate  in  youthful  pride 
Bent  to  the  faintest  blast  that  sighed. 

Yet  'midst  that  rusbing  throng  I  met 
One  face  all  calm  and  sweet ; 

No  cloud  was  there  of  vain  regret, 
No  step  that  would  retreat — 

Undaunted  there  that  meek  form  stood, 

Fearless  in  its  own  sanctitude. 

The  vision  came,  and  brighter  light 
Shone  from  that  glorious  eye, 

And  crimsoned  with  divine  delight 
The  cheek  of  pallid  dye ; 

As  tbe  dark  wings  rushed  on  the  blast, 

Amidst  his  blissful  smiles  they  passed. 
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GOOD    MORN' 


Good  mom !  good  mom  !  see  the  sweet  light  breaking 

O'er  lull  and  dale,  to  greet  thy  waking ; 

The  dark  grey  clouds  are  flitting  away, 

And  the  young  sun  sheds  forth  a  twilight  ray  ; 

And  a  halo  of  bloom  is  in  the  skies, 

Yet  the  night  of  slumber  is  on  thine  eyes. 

The  opening  dew  lies  fresh  on  the  flower, 

And  sweetly  cool  is  the  youthful  hour  ; 

And  the  birds  are  twittering  their  tender  song, 

The  bright  and  weeping  boughs  among ; 

And  all  seems  fresh,  and  with  rapture  rife, 

While  wakening  into  conscious  life. 

O  rouse  thee !  rouse  thee !  the  precious  time 

Is  fleeting  fast,  and  merrily  chime 

The  morning  bells ;  and  the  beautiful  view 

Thy  touch  should  arrest,  is  fading  too. 

The  glow  of  the  cloud  is  darkening  fast, 

And  the  simny  mist  is  almost  past ; 

And  thy  lyre  is  lying  all  unstrung, 

And  thy  matin  hymn  is  still  unsung  : 
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Aud  thy  lip  is  mute,  and  thy  knee  unbending, 

And  where  is  the  sweet  prayer  to  heaven  ascending  V 

What,  slumbering  still  ?  arise  !  arise ! 

For  thy  lovely  di'eams  are  phantasies, 

And  mock  thy  waking — but  come  with  me, 

And  listen  to  life's  reality. 

(ill!  come  and  muse  on  that  deeper  sleep 

O'er  which  hope  will  her  silent  vigils  keep, 

Ami  soothe  and  shield,  with  her  guardian  wing, 

The  spirit's  secret  fluttering; 

And  lead  it  on  to  that  brighter  day, 

Which  knows  no  evening,  and  no  decay ! 


<>N    A   LATE    VIOLET. 


Pooa  purple  lingerer  of  the  fading  year, 

Whose  leaves  of  withering  blue 

Their  dying  sweetness  drew 
From  suns  more  genial,  and  from  skies  more  clear ; 

How  tenderly  and  cold 

Thy  blossoms  now  unfold, 
Their  buds  engemmed  with  winter  s  first  cold  tear ; 
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The  wild  autumnal  storm 

Which  whistles  o'er  thy  form, 
Will  in  its  ruthlessness  exhale 
Thy  slight  "  perfume  upon  the  gale ;" 
And  thou  still  lower  hang  thine  humble  head. 

Then  come,  and  on  the  tomb 

Of  one  whose  short-lived  bloom 
Was  like  thine  own,  thy  parting  sweetness  shed ; 

For  she,  like  thee,  when  wintry  storms  appeared, 

Her  modest  head  upreared, 
And  in  her  gentleness  defied  the  blast ; 

Like  thee,  she  faded  slowly,  day  by  day. 

Like  thine,  her  early  bloom  exhaled  away, 
When  summer  suns  and  the  bright  hours  were  past. 
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SONNET. 


Father  of  Heaven !  thy  glorious  smile  of  love 
Is  ever  round  us  in  life's  darkest  gloom, 
Chasing  the  clouds  that  deepen  round  our  doom, 

I  ifting  our  thoughts  to  harmonies  ahove  — 

Supernal,  mystic  strains !    Oh  ne'er  remove 

Thy  gracious  presence  from  thy  creature's  hreast ; 
In  Thee,  alone,  O  God !  our  sweetest  rest 

We  ever  find — in  Thee  we  live  and  move ! 

Breathe  o'er  us  the  high  mysteries  of  thy  grace, 
Th'  immortal  dream,  the  heaven-informed  desire; 
Plume  our  weak  spirits  with  thy  holy  fire, 

And  every  meaner  earthly  thought  efface. 

So  shall  our  souls,  raised  as  on  angel's  wing, 

To  Thee  their  purest  adoration  hring. 
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CHARITY. 


0  !  who  shall  say  he  knows  the  folds 
That  veil  another's  inmost  heart — 
The  hopes,  thoughts,  wishes  which  it  holds, 

In  which  he  never  bore  a  part- 
That  hidden  world  eye  cannot  see, 
Oh  !  who  shall  pierce  its  rnystery  ? 

Presumptuous  aim  !  that  shrouded  soul. 
Unmarked  by  every  human  gaze, 

Is  open  but  to  His  control, 
Who  traces  every  secret  maze ; 

It  is  not  thine  to  bound  its  faith, 

( >r  say  what  feelings  swell  beneath. 

There  may  be  hope,  as  pure,  as  bright, 

As  ever  sought  eternity ; 
There  may  be  light,  clear  heavenly  light, 

Where  all  seems  cold  and  dark  to  thee ; 
And  where  thy  vision  mourns  the  dust, 
There  may  be  trust,  delightful  trust. 
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The  lingering  beam  of  twilight  dies. 

And  canst  thou  whisper  where  'tis  fled? 
There  was  a  glow  in  summer  skies, 

Where  was  that  rosy  lustre  shed  ? 
The  sweetness  of  the  evening  dews, 
Their  fragrance  how  do  they  diffuse? 

And  tell  me,  spring's  first  tender  flower. 

How  does  it  burst  its  icy  sheath  ? 
The  zephyrs  on  their  winged  hour, 

What  spirit  bids  them  freshly  breathe? 
If  nature's  secrets  be  not  thine, 
How  then  the  human  soul  divine  ? 

Go !  bend  to  God !  and  leave  to  him 
The  mystery  of  thy  brother's  heart. 

Nor  vainly  think  his  faith  is  dim, 
Because  in  thine  it  hath  no  part : 

He  too  is  mortal,  and,  like  thee, 

Would  soar  to  immortality. 

And  if,  in  duty's  hallowed  sphere, 
Like  thee  he  meekly,  humbly  bends, 

With  hands  unstained,  and  conscience  clear. 
With  life's  temptations  he  contends, 

O  !  leave  him  that  unbroken  rest, 

The  peace  that  shrines  a  virtuous  breast. 
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And  if  his  thoughts  and  hopes  should  err, 
Still  view  him  with  a  gentle  eye ; 

Remembering  doubt,  and  change,  and  fear 
Are  woven  in  man's  destiny ; 

And  when  these  clouds  are  past  away. 

The  truth  shall  dawn  like  opening  day  ! 


M 
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SONNET, 

TO    THE    BEV.    DE.    CHANNING. 


Yes  !  earth  shall  still  he  brightened  with  the  rays 
Which  virtuous  hearts  upon  its  darkness  shed ; 
Freedom  shall  raise  up  her  exulting  head, 

And  point  prophetic  to  the  future  days ! 

And  thine,  O  Channing !  he  the  Patriot's  praise, 
Whose  words  of  fire  inflame  the  soul  of  youth 
With  Heaven's  own  spirit,  honor,  virtue,  truth, 

The  immortal  glory  time  may  not  erase. 

Proceed !  while  Tyrants  at  thy  page  turn  pale, 
And  imstained  hearts  throb  warmer  at  its  power ; 
Leave  to  posterity  that  noblest  dower, 

Tliine  own  high  mind,  which  future  times  shall  hail. 

And  dwell  enraptured  on  thy  hope  and  trust, 

When  earth's  oppressors  he  forgot  in  dust ! 
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OMNIPKESENCE. 


How  sweet,  in  holy  solitude, 

To  fold  the  hands  and  raise  the  heart ; 
No  sounds  to  mar  the  sanctitude 

That  sacred  silence  doth  impart, 
When,  on  the  hushed  and  pensive  air, 
A  still  small  voice  is  answering  prayer. 

How  sweet  to  feel  a  present  God — 

Communion  blest  aud  deep ! 
Turn  from  the  paths  by  others  trod, 

And  kneel  alone  to  weep; 
And  pour  each  inmost  thought  to  Him, 
The  tears  of  love  our  eyes  that  clim. 

We  hear  Him  in  the  silence  round ; 

We  breathe  our  own,  our  child-like  prayer ; 
No  voices  break  the  hush  profound, 

The  holy  calm  that  fills  the  air  ; 
Alone  with  God,  our  spirits  rise, 
And  claim  affiance  with  the  skies. 
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And  sweet  it  is,  in  sacred  walls, 

Surrounded  by  our  friends  to  stand, 

The  selfish  love  that  oft  enthralls 
To  cast,  and  join  an  holy  band ; 

And  hear  then-  choral  voices  raise, 

Along  with  ours,  the  hymn  of  praise. 

To  hear  tbe  preacher's  solemn  voice, 
Inspiring  hopes  and  dreams  of  heaven, 

And  call  his  people  to  rejoice, 

And  hail  the  great  salvation  given ; 

Or  in  a  gentler,  humbler  tone, 

Then*  errors  and  their  sins  to  own. 

For  sweet  it  is  in  prayer  to  bow, 
Where  eveiy  head  is  humbly  bent, 

And  thousand  hearts,  in  reverence  low, 
Then-  mingled  vows  to  heaven  have  sent ; 

Forgetful  of  each  meaner  aim, 

Kindling  oue  universal  flame. 

In  sacred  fane  or  loneliest  spot, 
O  God !  alike  thy  presence  dwells ; 

For  space  or  time  to  Thee  is  not; 
In  public  haunts,  or  hermit  cells, 

To  Thee  the  good,  the  pure,  the  wise, 

Send  everywhere  a  sacrifice ! 
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SONNET. 


How  oft  beneath  His  blest  and  healing  wings 

He  would  bave  gathered  me,  and  I  would  not; 

Like  a  weak  bird,  all  heedless  of  my  lot, 
Perverse  and  idle  in  my  wanderings. 
Now  my  soul  would  return;  and  trembling  brings 

Her  wearied  pinion  to  its  wonted  rest ; 
And  faint  with  its  short  flight  and  flutterings, 

Woidd  seek  a  refuge  in  its  parent  breast. 
O  Father !  in  thy  mercy  shelter  me, 

For  I  am  worn  with  mortal  miseries ; 
My  dark  and  earth-entangled  spirit  free, 

And  plume  it  to  ascend  its  native  skies  ; 
With  loosened  wing  to  thy  high  rest  to  soar, 
And  never  to  desert  its  mansion  more ! 
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THE  MOTHERS  PRAYER, 


The  mother's  face !  it  is  pale  with,  care, 
Though  lighted  with  smiles,  such  as  mothers  wear ; 
Though  sickly  the  hue  which  is  on  the  hrow, 
The  eye  heams  with  love  and  with  joy  helow. 
There  's  a  hope  and  a  trust  in  that  mother's  heart, 
She  does  not  dream  of  the  horn-  to  part. 

And  now  she  has  bended  her  knee  to  pray, 
While  sickness  is  wasting  her  life  away; 
Her  hands  are  folded  in  fervent  love. 
Her  spirit's  desire  is  borne  above ; 
Oh !  not  for  herself  those  pleadings  deep  — 
For  the  health  of  her  child  in  his  rosy  sleep. 

For  him  with  the  light  and  sunny  face, 
Which  daily  ripens  in  bloom  and  grace  : 
Oh !  her  di-eams  are  all  of  his  future  years, 
She  fancies  his  griefs  with  a  mother's  fears ; 
And  yet  at  his  smile  sweet  visions  play, 
To  chase  all  those  sadder  thoughts  away. 
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She  prays  that  a  father's  love  will  shrine 
His  opening  youth  with  a  trust  divine ; 
That  the  world,  in  its  varied  forms  of  ill, 
May  never  his  guileless  hosom  fill ; 
But,  all  unsullied,  the  heavenly  flame 
May  return  to  Hhn  from  whom  it  came. 

Oh !  more  and  more  earnest  that  mother's  prayer, 
As  her  sighs  are  breathed  on  the  midnight  air ; 
Her  own  sad  fate  she  has  all  forgot, 
The  unkindness  that  wounds  her  daily  lot, 
The  neglect  that  leaves  her  to  weep  unknown, 
Oh  !  her  heart  is  full  of  her  child  alone. 

And  the  prayer  is  heard — it  is  traced  above, 
In  the  glowing  light  of  a  mother's  love ; 
A  few  short  days — she  must  fade  and  die, 
And  the  baby  will  heed  not  her  farewell  sigh  ; 
But  when  she  is  laid  in  her  youthful  grave, 
That  prayer  will  have  power  to  soothe  and  save. 

O  human  love !  what  a  load  it  would  be, 
Fearful  and  sad,  to  cherish  thee, 
In  a  world  where  all  things  lovely  fly 
The  delighted  gaze  of  the  dreamer's  eye, 
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But  for  the  hope  that  cannot  fade, 

For  the  clear  bright  faith  that  knows  no  shade. 

There  is  a  land  where  the  smile  is  true, 
Where  the  cheek  is  ever  a  healthy  hue, 
Where  the  heart  for  unkindness  weeps  no  more, 
And  the  thousand  fears  of  earth  are  o'er ; 
And  in  that  land,  Oh  !  is  it  not  sweet 
To  think,  that  the  mother  and  child  will  meet? 


SONNET. 


I  mi  in  thy  bed  (if  down,  but  as  the  storm 
i  )1'  winter  rages,  oh  !  forget  not  those, 
Round  whose  unsheltered  head  that  tempest  blows; 
And  as  thine  own  is  pillowed  soft  and  warm, 
Lulling  to  gentle  slumbers,  let  the  prayer 
( )f  natural  pity  move  thee  for  the  poor, 
Who  wander  outcasts  from  the  rich  man's  door, 
And  shiver  in  the  bleak  and  midnight  air, 
"Whose  fate  is  death  or  famine.     Thou  wilt  rise 
When  morning  dawns,  unto  a  happy  life  ; 
But  even  existence  is  to  them  a  strife, 
And  they  arc  shul  from  home's  soft  sympathies. 
<  Hi  !  seek  them!  save  them!  so  shall  heaven  repay 
With  sweeter  dreams  thy  night,  with  heavenlier  hopes 
thy  day. 
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HYMN. 


My  Father!  when,  around  me  spread, 

I  see  the  shadows  of  the  tornh, 
And  life's  bright  visions  droop  and  fade, 

And  darkness  veils  rny  future  doom,  — 

Oh  !  in  that  anguished  hour  I  turn, 
With  a  still  trusting  heart,  to  Thee, 

And  holy  thoughts  still  shine  and  burn. 
Amid  that  cold  sad  destiny. 

They  fill  my  sold  with  heavenly  light, 
While  all  around  is  pain  and  woe; 

And  strengthened  by  them,  in  Thy  sight, 
Father !  to  drink  Thy  cup  I  go. 

Thy  will  be  done — I  will  not  fear 

The  fate  provided  by  Thy  love ; 
Though  clouds  and  darkness  shroud  me  here, 

I  know  that  all  is  bright  above. 
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The  stars  of  heaven  are  shining  on, 

Though  these  frail  eyes  are  dim  with  tears, 

The  hopes  of  earth  indeed  are  gone, 
But  are  not  ours  the  immortal  years  ? 

Father !  forgive  the  heart,  that  chugs 
Thus  trembling  to  the  things  of  time ; 

And  hid  my  soul,  on  angel  wings, 
Ascend  into  a  purer  clime. 

There  shall  no  doubts  disturb  its  trust, 

No  sorrows  dim  celestial  love, 
But  these  afflictions  of  the  dust, 

Like  shadows  of  the  night,  remove. 

That  glorious  hour  will  well  repay 
A  life  of  toil,  and  pain,  and  woe ; 

O  Father !  joyful  on  my  way, 
To  chink  Thy  bitter  cup  I  go. 
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LINES. 


Ox  this  delicious  morning  ah-, 
Fain  would  I  raise  a  holy  prayer, 

To  the  great  throne  ahove ; 
And  stir  the  fervent  thoughts  within, 
Till,  touched  with  joy,  my  lips  hegin 

The  song  of  praise  and  love. 

How  shall  I  praise  Him?  —  Him  whose  name 
Is  home  on  seraph-lips  of  flame, 

Through  heaven's  re-echoing  dome; 
In  strains  so  exquisitely  wrought, 
So  Ml  of  pure  and  sainted  thought, 

Oh  !  with  what  offering  come? 

How  shall  I  praise  Him? — Him  whose  word 
The  hosts  of  light,  with  one  accord, 

Can  marshal  in  array, 
And  bid  then  golden  wings  expand, 
Even  with  a  gaze — that  radiant  hand 

Him  flying  to  ohey. 
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Trembling  on  earth — His  weakest  child — 
Ah  !  yet  I  hear  His  accents  mild — 

I  see  His  face  divine. 
"  Fear  not,  my  creature ! "  doth  He  say, 
"  Pursue  in  calm  thy  earthly  way, 

"  Eternity  is  thine  ! 

"  Feed  with  pure  fire  the  immortal  hope, 
"  The  sacred  sapphire  gates  to  ope 

"  I  ask  but  love  and  faith : 
"  Those  angels  in  thy  bosom  sluine, 
"  My  perfect  peace  shall  then  be  thine, 

•■  A  peace  that  fears  not  death." 

Father  adored !  I  know  thy  voice, 
I  feel  each  quivering  chord  rejoice, 

That  in  my  bosom  plays ; 
With  raptured  spirit  now  I  dare, 
On  this  delicious  morning  air, 

To  celebrate  Thy  praise! 

Praise  Him,  ye  heavens !  praise  Him,  ye  deeps  ! 
O'er  which  infinitude  now  sleeps, 

His  boundless  power  and  great ;  — 
Praise  Him,  eternal  roofs  above, 
Whose  chorus  of  supremest  love 

Those  vaults  doth  recreate. 


94 

Praise  Him,  ye  mortal  choirs  below, 

Ye  birds,  whose  throats  your  Maker  know, 

So  exquisitely  strung ! 
Ye  flowers !  your  thousand  sweets  expand, 
Praise  the  Great  Painter — Him  whose  hand 

Your  heavenly  fragrance  flung. 

And  praise  Him  thou,  my  throbbing  breast, 
Prepare  Him  there  a  sacred  rest, 

A  teraple  pure  and  calm ; 
Till  every  thought  that  trembles  there 
A  harmony  divine  shall  share. 
\  sweet  and  holy  balm  ! 
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SONNET, 

TO    THE    REV.  W.    H- 


Yes  !  go  to  other  scenes  !  but  do  not  fear 
The  voice  of  peace  and  love,  so  often  heard 
Within  these  walls,  each  pure  and  holy  word 

Breathed  by  thy  lips,  in  other  seasons  here, 
Shall  fade  within  our  hearts. — No,  not  in  vain, 

Here  hast  Thou  raised  for  us  the  fervent  prayer, 
And  bade  our  fainting  spirits  soar  again 

To  heavenly  hopes,  and  cast  off  mortal  care, 
Pointing  our  path  to  virtue  and  to  bliss ; 

O  !  we  will  love  the  way  thy  steps  have  trod  ! 
And  tliine  own  faith,  thy  trust,  thy  holiness, 

Shall  shine  to  guide  us  still — and  from  our  God, 

In  these  devoted  hours,  will  we  implore 

A  blessing  on  his  lot,  whom  we  may  hear  no  more  ! 
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SONNET. 


That  face — Oh  !  it  is  eloquent  with  love, 

And  bright  with  purity  and  holiness; 

And  yet  it  wears  the  sign  of  past  distress, 
A  trace  of  sad  thoughts,  time  may  not  remove. 
The  conflict  has  been  there; — yes,  dearest  dreams 

Have  been  resigned  at  duty's  sacred  call ; 

'T  is  past — that  gentle  heart  has  yielded  all ! 
Yet  hope  and  faith  now  shed  then  hallowed  beams 
Around  the  sufferer's  brow ;  for  the  lost  trust 

Of  earthly  joy,  th'  Eternal  glories  shine, 
Lighting  that  pale  cheek  with  a  heavenly  grace ; 
Now  conquered  are  the  trials  of  the  dust, 

And  past  the  bitter  tears; — for  dreams  divine 
Mingle  with  sorrow,  in  that  calm,  sweet  face ! 


THE   FAIRY. 


1  ll  be  a  fairy,  and  drink  the  devi . 

And  creep  through  the  honied  flower?. 
And  sleep  in  the  violet's  tender  blue, 

And  dance  hi  the  evening  hours. 

My  music  shall  he  the  soft  low  gales, 

Winch  sigh  tlnough  the  dark  green  trees  ; 

And  heaven's  breath  swell  the  gossamer  sails. 
With  which  I  swim  the  breeze. 

The  glow-worm  shall  be  my  gentle  light, 

And  a  lily's  cup  my  bed  : 
And  I  '11  warm  me  in  the  sweet  moon-light, 

And  on  fallen  roses  tread. 

And  for  ever  fresh  the  grass  shall  grew 

Around  my  mystic  ring  ; 
And  little  murmurs,  sweet  and  low. 

Shall  answer  when  I  sing, 
i) 
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And  I  will  hold  a  fairy  court, 
And  call  each  slumbering  fay ; 

And  wild  and  gaily  will  we  sport, 
As  the  twilight  fades  away ! 

I'll  he  a  fairy,  &c. 


LIFE. 


The  mystery  of  life  —  oh  how  it  weighs 

Upon  the  spirit's  wings,  when  first  youth  dawns, 

And  aspirations  beautiful  and  high 

Fill  the  young  heart  with  joy.    The  world's  cold  faith . 

Like  a  dark  cloud,  conies  interposed  between 

The  heaven  within,  and  God;  and  day  by  day, 

Fades  in  the  breast  some  fresh  and  glorious  hope, 

Nipt  by  its  sceptic  blight ;  that  unbelief 

Which  senses  crusted  round  with  earthly  things 

Draw  with  then-  very  breath — the  poisonous  fait] 

Of  the  world's  customs  and  inglorious  views, 

Which,  day  by  day,  as  deeper  it  imbibes 

Wanders  the  soul  from  its  diviner  walk  — 
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The  stars  are  in  eclipse — the  heavens  are  dimmed, 
Even  God  himself,  on  the  eternal  throne, 
No  more  is  conscious  to  the  heart  ohscure ; 
Things  palpable  are  all  —  and  Mammon  there 
Sits  as  a  sceptred  king — and  mortal  glories, 
With  then  vain,  shadowy  coruscations,  shed 
A  visionary  splendour.     Darkened  heart, 
Where  the  sublime  and  true  can  enter  not ! 
Where  is  the  temple,  there  for  the  Supreme, 
The  altar  fit  for  God?     He  comes  not  there 
^Yhere  earthly  passions  rage,  where  persecution 
Lights  her  unholy  fires,  where  avarice  broods 
Over  his  sordid  dreams,  where  love  deserves  not 
The  glory  of  its  name  ;  poor  selfish  passion, 
Which  desolates  the  heart — He  comes  not  there. 
Yet  this  is  life  —  this  is  the  education 
Which  the  world  gives  its  votaries.     Early  death, 
Which  comes  with  shadowing  peace  upon  his  wings, 
And  folds  the  young,  unstained  heart  to  heaven, 
Its  visions  bright,  its  dearest  hopes  unbroken, 
Its  aspirations  yet  upon  their  flight, 
Dnsoiled  by  the  world's  dust,  why  do  we  mourn  thee? 
Valuing  the  sweet  breath  of  the  dewy  morn, 
Less  than  the  heat,  and  toil,  and  battling  day. 
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SONNET. 


1 )  Leah  me  by  thy  hand,  where  living  streams 

<  >f  purest  pleasure  flow ;  and  to  the  heart 

A  fadeless  and  eternal  hope  irnpart; 
And  kindle  in  rny  soid  the  holy  beams 
<  >f  heavenly  light,  which,  o'er  the  cares,  and  woes, 

And  toils  of  earth,  shed  such  a  blessed  peace ; 

Bid  earth's  vain  fears  and  vainer  sorrows  cease, 
And  one  blest  trust  the  trembling  thoughts  enclose ; 
So  shall  I  gaze,  with  eye  undimmed  and  calm, 

On  the  vain  pageants  of  this  fleeting  scene  ; 

So,  shrined  in  faith,  unchanging  and  serene, 
Drink  deep  from  fountains  of  the  holiest  halm, 
Those  living  waters !  let  me  hear  thy  voice, 
Call  to  then  sources,  and  I  will  rejoice. 
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THE   FAREWELL. 


We  part,  but  not  for  ever !     I  look  on 
Through,  the  dim  vista  of  some  troubled  years 
Of  conflict  and  of  toil,  and  thou  art  there, 
With  that  unchanging  smile,  still  beautiful ; 
And  though  I  weep  that  we  are  parting  now, 
I  shall  not  be  alone.     On  Sabbath  morn, 
All  holy  things  will  breathe,  in  thy  mild  voice, 
A  deeper  sacredness,  a  meeker  trust ; 
And  I  shall  gaze  on  nature,  and  shall  read 
The  language  of  thy  love,  winch  over  all 
Flows  in  paternal  kindness,  gathering  in 
Reflected  brightness  from  the  fleeting  hues 
Of  outward  beauty,  and  o'er  human  things 
Brooding  in  deeper  fondness ;  I  shall  see     . 
In  nature's  humblest  forms  some  hidden  charm, 
In  lowliest  minds  some  undeveloped  good, 
Guided  by  thy  blest  trust;  and  learn,  like  thee, 
To  feel  for  all  that  lives.     And  if  I  turn 
To  history's  page,  and  read  of  noble  deeds, 
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While  my  cheek  kindles,  and  my  spirit  burns, 

There  shall  I  hail  thy  spirit,  feel  the  glow 

More  warm  upon  my  heart,  remembering  thee; 

And  if  I  sink  beneath  the  cares  of  life, 

Unsolaced  and  unseen,  and  think  the  time 

Long  for  a  lonely  path,  then  thou  shalt  stand 

And  beckon  back  despair,  and  point  my  steps 

To  the  blest  realms  of  peace,  and  gently  say, 

•'  Oh  meet  me  there!"  and  at  those  magic  words, 

New  hope  shall  breathe  through  all  my  wearied  frame, 

My  bonds  of  earth  feel  lighter,  and  at  eve, 

When  the  deep  prayer  is  trembling  on  my  lips, 

Eepose  upon  my  heart  shall  softly  fall 

From  memory's  holy  shrine  —  and  thou  be  there, 

Thou  the  still  unforgotten  ! 


LOS 


SONNET. 


O  beautiful  in  life  and  spirit !     Thou 

Hast  truly  learned  Christ,  and  in  thy  breast 
His  pure  and  simple  precepts  are  imprest, 

A  Christian's  peace  upon  thy  calm,  white  brow. 

Thou  fearest  not  sorrow ;  and  the  overthrow 
Of  fondest  hope,  in  thee  coidd  never  raise 
Even  one  distrustful  sigh,  for  round  thee  plays 

Religion's  light,  and  virtue's  angel  glow. 

Thou  dost  not  shrink  from  pain,  and  when  the  cross 
Is  heavy  on  thee,  still  thy  smile  of  love 
Beams  brightly  through  thy  tears,  and  far  above 

Thy  rapt  heart  soars,  for  comfort  in  its  loss. 

God  is  in  all  thy  thoughts,  and  in  thy  fare 

Beam  faith,  and  tenderness,  and  heavenly  grace. 
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THE    CHOLERA. 


There  may  be  those  that  fear  thee,  thou  conquering 

scourge  of  earth. 
And  tremble  as  they  talk  of  thee,  around  their  quiet 

hearth ; 
Who,  as  they  gaze  on  those  they  love,  will  feel  their 

cheek  turn  pale, 
As  tidings  of  thy  dark  approach  arise  upon  the  gale. 

There  may  be  those  who  shudder  as  thine  agonies  are 

told. 
And  closer  to  their  beating  hearts  then  dearest  ones 

enfold; 
Who  listen  to  the  voice  that  tells  of  thy  resistless  power, 
As  a  lightning  that  may  strike  them  in  their  gayest, 

happiest  hour. 

( ) !  pass  them  by,  thou  tyrant!  in  this  then  hour  of 

bloom, 
With  all  their  sunny  hopes  and  dreams,  too  lovely  for 

the  tomb  ; 
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Youth,  beauty,  rapture,  gaiety,  0  these  are  not  for  thee, 
Ah!  lightly  pass  the  tranquil   homes  where  happy 
spirits  be. 

But  if,  insatiate  as  thou  art,  thy  victims  still  must  fall, 
<  )'er  those  whosii  dearest  ones  are  gone,  extend  thy 

fatal  pall ; 
The  weeping  orphan  will  not  shrink,  all  fearful  though 

thou  prove, 
If  thou  wilt  yield  her  once  again  a  parent's  smile  of 

love. 

And  she  whose  dreams,  whose  fondest  dreams,  lie  low- 
within  the  grave, 

Who  o'er  the  most  beloved  on  earth,  now  sees  the 
green  grass  wave  ; 

The  fever  and  the  pestilence — oh !  what  are  they  to  her? 

The  heart  that  lives  o'er  such  a  loss — 0  hath  it  aught 
to  fear  ? 

Then  come  in  all  thy  horrors — there  are  hearts  that 

will  not  quail ; 
There  are  faces  that  will  smile  on  thee,  as  other  cheeks 

turn  pale ; 
And  briefly  do  thy  cruel  work :  soon,  soon  as  it  is  o'er, 
Immortal  hopes,  immortal  joys,  shall  spring  beyond 

thy  power ! 

p 
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SONNET. 


Yes  !  there  are  sympathies  fate  cannot  part, 

Of  souls,  and  thoughts,  that  mingle  with  our  own ; 

Though  earth   and  sea  their  barriers  wide  have 
thrown, 
To  sever  us  in  being — yet  our  heart 
Breathes  the  same  hopes,  the  same  aspiring  knows, 

With  all  the  pure  and  good  whom  we  have  met ; 

Whose  holy  influence,  lingering  round  us  yet, 
Burns  at  oppression,  or  at  virtue  glows. 
Oh  yes !  our  future  being  may  disclose 

The  impressions  mind  has  left  on  kindred  mind. 

Thoughts  worthy  heaven,  all  sacred  and  refined, 
The  angel-charm  which  friendship  round  us  throws ; 
And  then,  beloved !  it  may  be  thine  to  see 
The  hope,  strength,  joy,  which  thou  hast  heen  to  me. 


107 


THE   DISTRICT  VISIT. 


I  entered  the  humble  homes  of  those, 

Whose  lot  is  to  struggle  with  toils  and  woes; 

And  care,  and  want,  and  sorrow,  and  sin 

Are  the  fearful  inmates  that  dwell  therein ; 

With  a  deathless  hope,  though  with  trembling  feet, 

I  entered,  those  awful  guests  to  meet ! 

I  entered,  firm  in  the  blissful  faith, 

That  love  is  stronger  than  sin  or  death ; 

That  accents  breathed  in  a  kindly  voice 

Can  make  the  coldest  hearts  rejoice; 

And  the  fountains  of  human  hope  gush  forth, 

And  the  sphit  arise  from  the  chains  of  earth. 

I  entered — the  pale  cheek  grew  more  bright. 
As  I  spoke  of  a  purer  and  better  light ; 
The  mother  hushed  her  babe  to  rest, 
Once  more,  on  the  cradle  of  her  breast ; 
And  the  father,  who  had  repulsed  his  child. 
Called  the  little  weeper,  with  accents  mild. 
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I  spake  of  the  Saviour,  whose  tender  voice 
Caused  the  infants  around  him  to  rejoice; 
Who  took  them  in  his  arms,  and  hlest, 
And  held  them  to  his  pitying  breast ; 
As  I  spoke,  the  mother's  tears  flowed  free, 
And  the  boy  was  on  his  father's  knee. 

I  spoke  of  a  holier  and  better  clime, 
Of  the  high  results  of  our  mortal  time, — 
(  >f  the  trust  in  immortal  spirits  given, 
To  lead  them  to  virtue,  and  to  heaven ; 
And  I  saw  another  young  boy  stand, 
With  the  Bible  clasped  in  a  willing  hand. 

And  I  wished  my  lips  had  been  touched  with  fire. 
Or  with  music  like  that  from  Isaiah's  lyre, 
To  win  the  souls  of  those  who  turned 
To  me,  as  their  owu  within  them  burned ; 
And  a  deep  and  a  fervent  prayer  was  mine,  — 
0  Father !  grant  that  these  too  be  thine  ! 

A  sigh  from  a  distant  comer  rose, 
Where  stretched  for  rest,  but  not  repose, 
With  the  hectic  glow  upon  his  cheek, 
Which  leaned  on  a  wasted  arm  and  weak. 
Lay  a  dying  boy ;  for  me  he  cried, 
And  I  sat  down  gently  at  Iris  side. 
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He  spake,  with  blushes,  and  with  tears, 

Of  the  thoughtless  guilt  of  his  former  years ; 

He  told  me  all  his  bosom's  woe, 

And  asked  if  peace  I  cotdd  bestow — 

If  hope  there  could  be  for  such  as  him, 

With  Ms  faith  so  dark,  and  his  light  so  dim. 

I  bade  him  view  the  skies  above, 
And  I  told  him  that  our  God  was  love; 
That  not  so  dear  the  babe  to  her, 
Whom  now  he  saw  caressing  there, 
As  was  the  smallest  earthly  thing 
That  lived  beneath  His  guardian  wing, 

To  Him  who  kept  us  in  His  care ; 

I  softly  calmed  away  despair. 

And  I  read  the  wandering  son's  return, 

Till  I  saw  his  spirit  within  him  burn, 

And  a  sweet  expression  of  almost  bliss, 

As  I  spoke  of  the  Father's  pardoning  lass. 

So  soothed,  he  gently  dropped  to  sleep, 
And  his  pallid  cheeks  forgot  to  weep ; 
And  grateful,  I  felt  that  my  task  was  done, 
That  the  meed  was  given,  the  prize  was  won ; 
Enough  for  me  that  day  to  know, 
I  had  lived  to  succour  some  human  woe ! 
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SOLITARY  IMPRISONMENT. 


Amid  a  gloom  more  terrible  than  darkness, 

A  cold,  and  still,  and  solitary  gloom, 

That  with  a  feeble  glimmering  only  makes 

The  wretchedness  around  just  visible, 

The  friendless  prisoner  sits.     He  does  not  weep ; 

Nor  from  the  depths  of  his  dim  solitude 

Pom-  one  complaining  tone — the  warm,  blest  fount 

Of  human  tears  is  thy,  the  sympathies 

That  bound  him  to  a  world  of  hopes  and  fears, 

And  joys  and  sorrows,  yes,  the  holy  ties 

Which  made  Mm  man  among  his  fellow-men, 

Are  broken  by  despair.     He  cannot  weep. 

With  head  bowed  mournfully  upon  Ins  breast, 

And  aimless  eye,  and  arms  hung  lifeless  down, 

He  sits  in  desperation.     On  his  soul 

There  dawns  no  hope;  there  comes  no  blessed  gleam 

Of  human  kindness,  rising  like  salvation 

Amid  the  pangs  of  death.      How  can  he  raisi  i 

Unto  the  awful  power  above,  those  eyes 
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Which  never  more  must  gaze  on  human  kind '.' 

How  can  lie  crave  for  mercy  from  the  God 

He  has  offended,  when  from  fellow-beings, 

Frail,  passionate,  and  suffering,  like  himself, 

He  hath  been  cast  forth  thus?     Upon  his  sin 

He  muses  in  distraction,  till  his  anguish 

Swells  in  wild  agony,  and  'mid  the  waves 

Of  fear,  and  shame,  and  terror,  comes  the  doubt, 

The  overwhelming  doubt,  that  reason  will  forsake  him, 

Amid  the  utter  wreck  of  all  beside. 

Then  starting  from  the  cold  earth,  high  he  spreads 

Despairing  arms — and  with  pale,  quivering  lips, 

And  outstretched  head,  and  eyes  that  seem  to  crave 

The  sight  of  human  face,  as  the  lost  mariner 

Looks  to  the  shore  in  sinking,  still  he  stands, 

And  mute  as  death,  to  listen  for  a  voice ! 

The  very  wind  that  howls  against  his  grating 

Is  music  to  Mm,  and  his  heart  throbs  quicker 

To  catch  another,  and  a  human  sound! 

No ;  the  faint  heavings  of  his  own  thin  breath, 

The  slight  convulsive  movements  of  his  heart , 

Come  chill  upon  him,  and,  with  sickening  ear, 

He  feels  there  is  no  other :  the  flushed  cheek, 

That  had  a  moment  warmed  with  mortal  hope, 

Fades  to  a  damper  paleness,  and  he  sinks 

Submissive  on  his  stone  ;  while  his  weak  pulse 
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Flutters  and  falters,  like  a  dying  child's. 

So  day  by  day,  and  year  by  year,  he  sits, 

The  victim  of  his  own  and  others'  crimes ; 

A  living  monument !  till,  life  itself 

Become  a  lengthened  curse,  he  trusts  to  die, 

By  spurning  the  scant  food  which  only  makes 

That  life  a  living  death ;  he  turns  away 

Disgusted  from  the  offering ;  and  though  worn 

Almost  to  frightfulness,  a  spectral  form, 

Ptejects  the  proffered  scrap,  and  calls  on  death, 

As  he  would  call  a  friend  of  youth,  to  save  him ! 

O  !  wretched  being !  famine  will  not  stay 

To  parley  with  despair ;  she  urges  him 

Again,  with  double  fierceness,  to  his  food, 

And  the  weak  pidse  revives,  again  to  beat 

The  melancholy  hours;  and  thus  he  drags 

The  remnant  of  bis  being:  no  one  sees 

Or  pities  Mm  ;  his  varying  agony, 

Shut  from  the  public  view,  disturbs  no  smile 

Upon  a  happier  cheek;  no  father  craves 

A  blessing  on  his  broken-hearted  son ; 

No  mother  bends  for  him ;  no  sister  pours 

Her  young  fond  tears;  no  brother  round  the  walls. 

That  bold  the  playmate  of  his  infancy, 

Walks  in  his  manlier  sorrow,  wistfully 

To  gaze  upon  his  cell ;  the  busy  world, 
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With  all  the  tumult  and  the  stir  of  life, 
Pursues  its  wonted  course ;  on  pleasure  some. 
And  some  on  commerce  and  ambition  bent, 
And  all  on  happiness;  wlrile  each  one  loves 
One  little  spot,  in  which  his  heart  unfolds 
With  nature's  holiest  feelings, — one  sweet  sput,- 
And  calls  it  home.     If  there  is  sorrow  there, 
It  runs  through  many  bosoms,  and  a  smile 
Lights  up  in  eyes  around  a  kindred  smile ; 
And  if  disease  intrudes,  the  sufferer  hnds 
Rest  on  the  breast  beloved.     Outcast  of  all, 
He  sickens  and  he  dies;  and,  having  finished 
The  expiatory  pangs,  and  drank  his  cup 
Of  mortal  suffering,  is  denied  a  grave. 
And  this  is  mercy — this  is  human  mercy  ! 
( > !  truly  did  he  read  the  heart's  deep  folds, 
And  the  dark  hues  of  its  hypocrisy, 
Who  cried  in  bitterness,  Alas  !  for  man. 
Whose  tender  mercies  in  themselves  are  crue]  ' 
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SONNET. 

TO    J1Y    FATHER,    ON    HIS    BIRTH-DAY,    MARCH    8. 


Oh  ever,  as  in  years  of  old,  tbis  day, 

My  Father !  dawns  upon  a  grateful  band ; 

'T  is  not  that  Spring's  soft  ah  our  brow  has  fanned, 

Or  breathes  the  promise  of  the  coming  May ; 

No  !  sweeter  thoughts  around  our  bosoms  play, 
Of  fond  affection,  which  through  life  has  been 
A  sacred  bond,  through  every  changing  scene, 

Of  power  to  chase  our  doubts  and  griefs  away. 

Oh  long,  my  Father !  may  thy  hand  renew 
The  links  which  bind  us  in  such  dear  accord ; 
Still  may  this  day  beloved  to  us  afford 

The  light  and  joy  o'er  earlier  life  it  threw ; 

While  deeper  prayer  and  fonder  praise  we  pour. 

To  Him  whose  love  is  mighty  to  restore ! 
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SONNET. 


Jesus  walked  forth  into  Gethsemane, 

With  his  disciples,  and  said,  "  Sit  ye  here, 
While  I  go  hence  to  pray : "  then  sudden  fear 

And  heavy  sorrow,  with  the  agony 

( )f  thought,  came  o'er  hhn ;  and,  as  he  went  on, 
He  fell  upon  his  face,  and  deeply  prayed  ; 
"  Father!  if  it  he  possible,"  he  said, 

"  Let  this  cup  pass  from  me."     Absorbed,  alone 

He  poured  his  soul  to  heaven,  and  humbly  strove 
For  perfect  confidence ;  "  yet  not  as  I, 
But  as  Thou  wilt,  my  Father,"  was  his  ciy ; 

And  his  pale  lips  moved  with  submissive  love. 

0!  Heavenly  Father !  when  my  cross  appears, 

Thus,  Saviour-like,  may  love  dispel  my  fears ! 
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THE   DEPARTED. 


The  friends  we  love  have  passed  awav. 

The  forms  so  dear  no  more  we  see, 
No  more  we  meet  the  eyes'  mild  ray, 

<  >r  catch  the  smile  of  sympathy. 

Xo,  these  are  fled !  hut  ask  thy  heart, 
Are  no  fond  traces  lingering  there, 

Memories  we  would  not  bid  depart. 

And  hopes  that  bless  the  hour  of  prayer? 

[s  not  the  dream  of  heaven  more  sweet, 
Bright  with  the  living  forms  of  love  ? 

Does  not  each  trial  that  we  meet 
liaise  our  rapt  spirits  more  above? 

Yes !  Death,  that  pales  our  glowing  cheek. 

Tells  of  an  angel's  opening  bliss  ; 
Again  we  view  the  form  we  seek, 

Bright  with  immortal  happiness. 
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For  Faith,  delighted,  -views  that  scene, 
Of  fadeless  glory  and  of  grace ; 

Forgets  the  years  that  intervene, 
And  bids  ns  see  them,  '  face  to  face.' 

What  though  a  few  brief  ills  of  life, 
A  little  pathway  marked  with  tears, 

Some  struggles  of  the  Christian  strife, 
Await  us  in  those  future  years, 

Soon,  soon  they  pass ;  and  even  now, 
Those  angel  forms  may  guard  our  way, 

Weave  the  blest  chaplet  for  oiu-  brow, 
And  guide  our  footsteps,  lest  they  stray. 

In  every  thought  to  heaven  allied, 
In  every  virtuous  deed  and  aim, 

Are  our  departed  at  our  side, 
Whose  memory  fans  the  sacred  flame. 

And  is  this  death?  first-born  to  God, 
To  trace  that  pure,  celestial  sphere ; 

And  rise  in  faith  and  hope,  unawed, 
To  joys  we  scarce  can  vision  here  ? 

O  early  blest !  how  vain  our  sighs, 
<  >ur  fond  impetuous  tears  how  vain  ! 

To  heaven  we  raise  our  weeping  eyes, 
Our  loss  is  their  eternal  gain  ! 
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THE   WORLD. 


The  world  must  have  its  own ; 

The  best,  the  truest  heart 
Must  bow  before  its  idol-throne, 

And  act  the  trifler's  part ; 
The  world  must  have  its  own  indeed, 
Though  the  young  hearts  of  thousands  bleed. 

It  takes  the  trust  from  youth, 

And  manhood's  nobler  faith  ; 
From  life  its  holiest  truth, 

And  all  its  hopes  from  death  : 
The  world !  the  world !  the  blight  is  there, 
And  with  its  breath  it  brings  despair. 

Their  earliest  bloom  is  gone, 
I  see  them  passing  on. 

As  victims  to  then  doom  ; 
They  dance,  and  sing,  and  smile, 
Nor  do  they  dream  the  while, 

Of  the  dark  ills  to  come. 
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Death  ?  nothing  half  so  sweet, 

So  sacred,  and  so  calm  ; 
But  feverish  cares  that  eat 

The  soul,  and  find  no  halm ; 
Envy,  and  pride,  and  fashion's  strife, 
That  take  the  holiest  bloom  from  life. 

Not  such,  not  such  wert  thou, 
With  thy  young  sainted  brow, 

Speaking  of  purer  things ; 
Thy  smiles  that  breathed  of  peace, 
Not  from  a  world  like  this — 

Such  as  it  never  brings  ! 

In  its  polluted  throng, 
I  saw  thee  move  along, 

As  of  a  holier  sphere ; 
And  Heaven,  which  marked  its  own, 
Called  to  a  loftier  throne, 

Forbade  thy  lingering  here. 

Ah  yes !  I  joy  to  know 
That  thou  art  saved  from  these 
Cares,  doubts,  and  vanities, 

And  even  deeper  woe ; 
The  world,  the  world  can  never  thrill 
That  young  heart  with  one  pang  of  ill ! 
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SONNET. 


( ) !  do  not  pity  me  because  I  weep, 

For  thoughts  of  heaven  are,  in  grief's  darkest  day, 
Still  round  me,  with  a  bright,  consoling  ray. 
And  still  my  soul  in  sacred  trust  I  keep ; 
Nor  would  I  change  this  sorrow,  which  I  feel 
Now  draws  me  nearer  to  a  Father's  love, 
For  all  the  joy  that  happier  hearts  may  prove, 
That  never  tasted  suffering :  tears  may  steal 
From  the  tired  spirit;  memory  may  revive 
The  dearer  visions  of  the  past ;  the  strife 
May  end  but  with  this  frail  and  tempted  life ;  — 
But  not  in  vain  for  those  high  hopes  we  strive  : 
Angels,  perchance,  may  watch  that  conflict  here, 
To  hail  us  conquerors  to  then  own  bright  sphere. 
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VERSES. 


Had  I  the  Hebrew  Prophet's  power, 

To  strike  the  rock,  and  give 
The  waters,  freely  gushing  o'er. 

To  those  who  drink  and  live ; 

Then  would  I  touch  the  stony  heart, 
And  bid  the  tears  come  forth ; 

The  cruel  spirit  should  depart, 
That  pains  this  suffering  earth. 

Vain  hope  ! — but  drop  by  drop,  the  stone 
Some  faint  impression  wears, 

So  fervently  I  labour  on, 
And  wait  the  future  years. 
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YOUTH. 


I  n  the  days  of  our  youth  is  a  glow  and  a  feeling, 

Which  never  on  life's  chequered  path  may  return  ; 
For  the  world  is  all  brightness  and  beauty  revealing, 

Ere  its  guilt  or  its  coldness  have  taught  us  to  mourn. 
There 's  a  mirth  in  our  smiles,  and  a  balm  in  our  tears, 

An  unbroken  hope,  and  a  lightness  of  heart, 
Which  seldom,  or  never,  futurity  wears, 

When  the  freshness  of  being  begins  to  depart. 

All  nature  is  drest  in  our  own  lovely  dreams, 

And  we  image  a  vision  surpassingly  fan, 
And  we  climb  o'er  the  mountains,  or  he  by  the  streams, 

As  free  as  the  flowers  and  the  waters  from  care  : 
And  the  tears  of  the  day  are  effaced,  by  the  sweetness 

That  waits  on  a  calm  and  unbroken  repose ; 
And  day  after  day,  in  its  innocent  fleetness, 

Brings  joy  m  its  rising,  and  peace  in  its  close. 
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But  time  with  its  coldness  effaces  the  charm ; 

The  flowers  are  as  fair,  and  the  lakes  are  as  bright, 
But,  alas !  the  young  feelings,  so  lovely  and  warm, 

No  longer  are  there  to  inspire  the  delight ; 
And  sorrows  and  cares,  which  young  life  never  knew, 

Come  breatliing  their  mist  o'er  the  heart  and  the  eye, 
And  we  turn  to  the  days  which  so  rapidly  flew, 

With  a  throb  of  the  heart,  with  a  tear,  and  a  sigh  ! 


PERFECTION. 


Perfection  is  from  effort.     Noblest  deeds, 

And  faculties  accomplished  to  their  ends, 

And   tempered   powers,   and   thoughts    attuned   like 

chords, 
To  all  earth's  harmonies,  to  draw  sweet  music 
Even  from  discordant  things,  and  blend  the  whole 
In  one  celestial  strain, — this  is  not  done 
Like  the  light  sweeping  of  a  full-toned  lyre. 
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Perfection  is  from  effort, — nights  of  study 

Of  nature's  solemn  lore ;  not  idle  dreams, 

But  reveries  that  reach  the  starry  heavens, 

And  read  their  shining  wonders  with  delight, 

And  a  mysterious  awe ;  and  days  of  toil 

Through  the  linked  paths  of  science,  (intricate 

As  labyrinthine  wonders,  yet  pure  truth 

Running  through  all  their  mazes,)  still  to  chase 

With  an  unwearied  ardour;  and  calm  eves 

Of  deep  and  blissful  prayer  to  consecrate, 

And  rise  from  earth, — its  hopes,  and  fears,  and  cares 

Cast  like  an  earthly  garment,  till  the  soul 

Stands  disencumbered  at  the  throne  of  God, 

Filled  with  all  blest  aspirings ;  this  is  not 

Like  a  child's  careless  game ;  it  is  a  task 

For  an  immortal  spirit. —  Ancient  heroes 

Achieved  no  greater  victory;  though  they  died 

In  arms,  to  save  their  country ;  for  the  battle, 

The  holy  battle  for  eternal  truth, 

'Midst  the  conflicting  forces  of  the  world, 

Perverseness,  error,  passion,  is  still  nobler. 
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VERSES. 


In  early  mom,  ere  yet  the  light 

Hath  oped  its  golden  wings,  and  shed 

A  world  of  heauty  on  the  sight, 

The  night's  soft  shadows  scarcely  fled, 

Ere  the  first  note  of  bird  hath  blest 

The  ah-,  earth  lies  in  holy  rest. 

When  evening's  sober  mantle  grey 
Veils  nature's  beauty  in  repose, 

The  hum  of  cities  dies  away, 

And  the  last  bee  forsakes  the  rose ; 

And  peace  her  vigil  there  doth  keep, 

And  close th  even  eyes  that  weep. 

And  in  the  bosom  of  the  good 
The  sacred  inmate  ever  dwells, 

Blest  in  its  own  calm  sanctitude, 
In  cities,  or  in  hermit  cells ; 

With  holier  light  than  golden  day, 

Guiding  the  traveller  on  his  way. 
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One  other  scene  that  light  illumes, 
And  o'er  it  sheds  its  blissful  ray, 

Divinely  bright,  through  death's  dark  glooms, 
Shines  on  the  lips  that  faintly  pray, 

And  kiudles  up  tbe  dying  eyes 

With  purer  fire  than  fills  the  skies ! 


VEESES. 


Do  I  not  love  at  midnight  to  gaze  forth 

Upon  the  hallowed  skies,  and  front  then-  beauty 

Drink  solemn  thoughts  of  purity  and  love, 

Then  sacred  light  conveying  images 

Of  a  more  boly  presence  —  even  of  Him, 

All  light,  all  purity '?     Do  I  not  love 

To  send  my  thoughts  beyond  those  crystal  vaults. 

Far  into  the  deep  heavens,  to  those  calm  homes 

That  wait  the  spirit,  here  beatified 

By  human  griefs  and  sufferings  ?     Are  not  sweet 

The  visions  of  then  glory  and  repose, 

That  fall  upon  me  softly  ?    In  such  hour, 
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I  feel  iny  immortality — my  heart 

Answers  the  sacredness  of  all  around — 

The  charm,  the  fascination  of  the  scene, 

And  reads,  delighted,  evidence  of  God. 

On  seraph  wings  my  thoughts  have  burst  the  bound 

Of  this  low  earth,  and  past  those  sinning  orbs, 

Have  traversed  that  wide  ether,  to  the  throne 

Of  Him,  the  living  one — have  seen  the  array 

Of  hosts  angelic,  who,  in  raptured  state, 

Bend  then-  blest  brows  to  hail  him — have  drank  in 

Immortal  music,  tones  divinely  sweet, 

Attuned  to  praise  —  have  heard,  in  awed  delight, 

Voices  I  loved  on  earth  as  seraphim, 

Hymning  his  goodness — ever,  ever  on, 

In  deeper,  holier  cadence  —  and,  inspired 

By  sudden  adoration,  I  have  knelt 

Beyond  those  radiant  bands,  at  mortal's  distance, 

To  the  Incomprehensible,  and  burned 

To  be  an  angel  too,  and  learn  his  will, 

And  do  his  high  command,  and  traverse  heaven 

Upon  the  wings  of  an  unwearied  love ! 

Presumptuous  musings — yet  beheld  perchance 
With  tenderness  and  pity,  by  the  Power 
Who  breathed  the  aspirations  in  our  breast 
For  all  the  bright  and  beautiful — for  good 
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In  every  earthly  form  —  and  higher  still 

The  houndless  aspirations  after  Him, 

The  living  thirst  for  the  immortal  waters, 

Which  not  even  faith  supplies.    My  Heavenly  Father ! 

I  ask  Thee  not  for  more;  still  feed  this  fire  ; 

'Mid  the  earth's  darkening  scenes,  still  guide  me  on. 

And  I  will  follow  the  Invisible, 

Even  with  a  child-like  trust,  nor  ask  for  light, 

Nor  shrink  from  trial,  but  confiding  give 

This  soul  into  thy  keeping,  and  with  smiles, 

To  burst  these  bonds,  await  thine  angel,  death. 
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SONNET. 


Art  thou  of  earth  ?  thine  is  a  sainted  brow  ; 
Peace  is  upon  its  arch  of  stainless  white, 
And  thine  unclosed  eye  sheds  on  the  sighl 

A  soul  of  virtue  in  its  rays'  mild  glow. 

There  is  no  touch  upon  that  perfect  face 
Of  frail  mortality;  and  the  faint  rose, 
Which  o'er  thy  cheek  its  softened  lustre  throws, 

Is  all  that  round  thee  breathes  of  hitman  grace. 
But  for  that  tender  blush,  so  warm  with  life, 

Thou  mightst  be  angel  deemed  — spirit  of  heaven  : 

So  pure  the  thoughts  which  in  that  bosom  haven. 
So  far  beyond  one  mortal  feeling's  strife. 

Art  thou  (if  earth  ?     0  speak  !  and  if  thou  art. 

Give  me  to  read  one  calm  and  guileless  heart ! 
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THE   BEREAVED  ONE 


In  loving  thee,  I  need  not  fear 
To  meet  a  haughty  rival's  frown  : 

There  's  hut  the  grave  my  rival  here, 

Or  heaven,  which  claims  thee  for  its  own. 

In  loving  thee,  I  need  not  dread 
fukhidness,  change,  or  perfidy; 

The  love  whose  hopes  are  from  the  dead 
Shall,  like  themselves,  immortal  he. 

It  is  more  sweet  to  me  hy  far 
To  sit  and  think  upon  thy  tomb, 

Than  any  living  pleasures  are, 

In  all  then-  bright  and  breathing  bloom. 

And  dearer  are  the  silent  sighs 
I  breathe  to  thy  young  virtue's  shrine ; 

More  blest  the  tears  that  dim  my  eyes, 
Than  all  the  joys  that  once  were  mine. 
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Thy  light  of  love  is  on  my  path, 
Thy  voice  is  in  the  summer  breeze  ; 

And  all  of  beauty,  young  life  hath, 
Is  in  thine  hallowed  reveries. 

J  trace  the  bines  once  traced  by  thee, 

That  hand  is  mouldering,  but  the  thought 

Beams  through  death's  cold  obscurity, 
With  every  tenderest  feeling  fraught. 

I  fear  not  the  dark  voiceless  tomb, 
It  is  the  spot  that  shields  thy  youth  ; 

And  there  the  guardians  of  thy  doom 
Wait  the  soft  forms  of  hope  and  truth. 

There  sleeps  thy  perished  heart,  and  there 
My  funeral  anthem  oft  shall  rise, 

The  offering  of  affection's  tear, 
Her  best  and  holiest  sympathies. 

Cold  as  my  hopes,  thy  silent  grave  — 
Lone  as  my  fate,  that  unshared  spot — 

Where  foreign  flowers  now  o'er  thee  wave 
Entombed  by  hands  that  knew  thee  not. 
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Vn  dost  thou  live  in  friendship's  tear. 
Still  does  thy  fair  example  shine, 

And  fondest  hopes  embalm  thy  bier. 

<  )f  those  whose  lives  would  be  like  thine 

And  though  the  grave  wovdd  rival  me, 
The  worm  destroy  that  perished  heart. 

Vet  c  er  I  cease  to  grieve  o'er  thee, 
Shall  life  and  memory  both  depart. 


LINES 

ON    THE    DEATH    OF    MY    BROTHEK,    H.    E. 


I  n  Eden's  blest  and  favoured  land 
Did  angel  footsteps  print  the  earth. 

And,  'midst  those  sacred  gardens,  stand 
The  visitants  of  heavenly  birth. 

And  Adam  hailed  the  brow  divine, 
The  music  of  a  loftier  sphere ; 

Awe-struck,  beheld  the  bright  rays  shine, 
And  bent  in  holy  calm  to  hear. 
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Sweeter  than  zephyr  o'er  the  flower, 
Flowed  the  blest  words  of  heavenly  love, 

As  in  that  hushed  and  solemn  horn, 
The  angel  called  his  thoughts  above. 

Entrancing  visions  filled  Ins  sou] 
Of  dignity,  and  power,  and  grace, 

And  yielding  to  their  high  control, 
Celestial  hopes  inspired  his  face. 

The  angel  passed  —  yet  Adam  stood, 
From  that  brief  gaze  a  nobler  man, — 

Aspirant  to  a  loftier  good, 
And  part  of  a  diviner  plan. 

The  angel  passed — yet  o'er  his  brow 

A  more  immortal  Spirit  flies ; 
He  feels  the  tear  of  rapture  flow, 

And  stands  with  fixed  and  tranced  eyes. 

Even  like  that  angel-form  wert  thou, 

Lent  for  a  season  to  our  way ; 
The  stamp  of  heaven  on  thy  pure  brow, 

Its  love  within  thine  eye's  mild  ray. 
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And  every  heart  confessed  thy  power, 
With  reverence  thy  young  virtue  saw, 

And  hailed  thee  in  thy  youthful  horn-, 
Thy  dignity,  a  guide  —  a  law  ! 

No  -hilling  wings  adorned  thee  then, 
And  yet  the  angel  trace  was  there, 

\  -.  mingling  with  thy  fellow-men, 
Thou  walked  as  heaven's  immortal  hen. 

Yet  oh  !  replete  with  human  love, 

And  words  of  tenderest  human  power. 

Among  us  didst  thou  gently  move 
As  if  unconscious  of  thy  dower. 

Thy  mission  done,  thou  also  passed, 
Yet  not  till  o'er  our  soids  was  shed 

A  vision  and  a  love  to  la-t 

Till  memory  and  till  life  he  fled. 

( >ur  mortal  gardens  hlooming  shine, 
As  Eden's  fair  and  glorious  bowers. 

And  though  we  see  no  forms  divine, 

We  hless  each  spot  where  thou  wert  ours. 
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SONNET, 

TO    THE    ADVOCATES    OF  -RELIGIOUS    LIBERTY. 


0  fearless  martyrs  to  the  purest  claim, 

Freedom  of  conscience,  and  the  rights  of  soul : 
Undaunted  by  the  despot's  fierce  control. 

The  wreck  of  life,  of  liberty,  of  fame, 

How  nobly  did  ye  stand  hi  firm  array, 
When  o'er  you  rushed  tbe  persecuting  fire  ; 
How  calmly  brave,  repel  the  world's  mad  ire, 

And  your  immortal  panoply  display. 

Ye  died  in  dungeons,  poverty,  and  chains, 
But  high  in  spirit,  with  unshackled  mind, 
And  in  your  deaths  bequeathed  to  human  kind 

The  heaven-free  thought,  which  mortal  bond  disdains; 

Oh  !  not  in  vain,  tlnough  blood,  and  tears,  and  strife 

Ye  waged  the  combat  for  eternal  life ! 
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LIN  E  S 


Weep  not,  though  lonely  and  wild  he  thy  path, 

And  the  storms  may  he  gathering  round ; 
There  is  Onewho  ean  shield  from  the  hurricane's  wrath, 

And  that  One  may  for  ever  be  found. 
Hi   is  with  thee,  around  thee,  He  lists  to  thy  cry. 

And  thy  tears  are  recorded  hy  Him ; 
A  pillar  of  fire  He  will  he  to  thine  eye, 

Whose  brightness  no  shadow  shall  dim. 

( ) !  follow  it  still,  through  the  darkness  of  night, 

In  safety  't  will  lead  to  the  morrow ; 
T  is  not  like  the  meteor  of  earth's  fickle  licrht. 

( ti'ten  quenched  in  delusion  and  sorrow. 
For  pure  is  the  beam,  and  unfading  the  ray, 

And  the  tempests  assail  it  in  vain ; 
When  the  mists  of  this  world  are  all  vanished  away. 

In  its  brightness  it  still  will  remain. 
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And  weep  not  that  noue  are  around  thee  to  love, 

For  a  Father  is  with  thee  to  hless ; 
And  if  griefs  have  exalted  thy  spirit  above, 

Oh  say,  wouldst  thou  wish  for  one  less  ? 
He  is  with  thee,  whose  favour  for  ever  is  life, 

Could  a  mortal  heart  guard  thee  so  well  ? 
Oh  !  hush  the  vain  wish,  calm  thy  bosom's  wild  strife, 

And  forbid  but  a  thought  to  rebel. 


LINES. 


In  griefs  dark  hour  I  ask  for  Thee, 
And  fast  descend  my  lonely  tears ; 

The  voice  consoling,  soothing  me, — 
The  smile  that  banished  all  my  fears, — 

Are  mine  no  more !  ah  no,  in  heaven 
They  now  increase  some  angel's  joy ; 

A  nobler  ministry  is  given 

That  gentle  heart — some  blest  employ. 

T 
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An  exiled  one  —  I  sit  and  weep ; 

Oh !  dost  thou  see  the  tears  I  pour, 
As  I  my  twilight  vigil  keep, 

And  give  to  thee  thine  own  loved  hour  ".' 

1  did  not  think,  beloved  one, 

That  I  coidd  thus  have  borne  thy  loss; 
Thus  put  my  robe  of  darkness  on, 

And  bent  beneath  the  bitter  cross. 

With  humbled  heart  I  kneel  and  bow, 
Till  light  breaks  forth  amidst  the  gloom; 

I  feel  the  God  of  peace  bestow 

The  calm  of  heaven  around  thy  tomb. 

A  blessed  voice  is  hovering  near, 
Ah !  well  I  know  each  gentle  tone ; 

'  Ye  who  on  earth  were  once  so  dear, 
Though  parted,  I  am  still  your  own. 

"  Not  hopeless  weep — so  live,  my  loved, 
As  soon  to  meet  me  here  hi  bliss ; 

Toil  on — my  labours  are  approved, 
Come — share  my  sainted  happiness." 
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Blest  shade ! — we  dry  our  faithless  tears, 
Bend  each  rebellious  thought  to  Heaven. 

And  walk  in  trust  the  few  sad  years, 
Still  for  our  earthly  conflict  given. 

The  hope  to  meet  thee  on  that  shore, 
Shall  soothe  the  sufferings  of  the  way ; 

Nor  in  our  gloom  will  we  deplore 
Thine  entrance  on  the  realms  of  day. 
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SONNET. 


The  sun  shone  on  rne  with  a  scorching  heat, 
I  wished  his  radiance  less — but  then  methought 
How  many  bright  and  blessed  things  he  brought, 

Making  the  earth  so  beautiful  and  sweet. 

1  thought  of  all  the  sickly  forms  that  greet 
His  warm  beams  with  a  smile — of  the  pale  face 
Those  rays  would  light  up  with  a  rosy  grace, 

The  thousand  eyes  that  joy  his  power  to  meet. 

I  thought  of  every  little  springing  flower, 
Rising  delighted  from  its  dark  abode, 
And  then  my  soul,  in  fervent  praise  to  God, 

Blest  the  fair  sunshine,  and  the  grateful  hour. 

Nor  might  one  selfish  feeling  dim  the  bliss 

Of  knowing  Him,  who  formed  a  world  like  this. 
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FRIENDSHIP. 


How  sweet  it  is  in  grief  to  see 

The  eyes  we  love  all  wet  with  tears, 

Fresh  from  those  founts  of  sympathy, 
That  mingle  with  our  hopes  and  fears. 

How  sweet  it  is  to  hear  the  heart, 

On  which  we  long  have  leaned  our  own, 

The  holiest  hopes  and  truths  impart, 
With  tenderness  in  eveiy  tone. 

We  weep  indeed — hut  friendship  pours 

A  solace  on  our  hour  of  woe, 
And  changes  those  weak  earthly  showers 

Into  affection's  purest  glow. 

Pressed  from  the  bitterness  of  pain, 

Do  strength,  and  trust,  and  courage  rise. 

And  then  we  find  't  is  not  in  vain 
We  nurse  those  sacred  sympathies. 
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In  doubt  —  in  danger — thus  we  see 
She  kindles  up  her  generous  flame, 

And  points  us  to  Eternity, 

The  glorious  source  from  whence  she  came. 

She  leads  the  fainting  spirit  there, 
From  scenes  with  earthly  anguish  full ; 

And  heaven's  high  hope  becomes  more  clear. 
And  life  itself  more  beautiful. 

Oh  !  guide  us  on,  oh  !  light  us  still, 

Oh !  shield  us  through  this  vale  of  tears ; 

Om-  hearts  with  hope  and  patience  fill, 
And  soothe  to  peace  our  closing  years. 

We  will  not  ask  a  lengthened  day; 

Another  hour  we  would  not  live, 
Than  while  thy  smile  should  bless  om1  way, 

Thy  voice  its  touching  comfort  give. 

Tby  hand  shall  close  tbe  drooping  eye, 
Thy  trust  shall  still  the  throbbing  breast, 

And  thine  shall  be  tbe  latest  sigh 
That  wafts  us  to  the  realms  of  rest. 
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SONNET. 

TO      MY     HUSBAND. 


One  year  of  calm  domestic  peace  and  love 
To  this  blest  day  I  owe — aud  with  glad  eyes 
And  grateful  heart  I  see  the  dawn  arise, 

And  the  fair  hours  to  brighter  radiance  move. 

So  be  thy  day,  beloved !  so  softly  flow 
The  cm-rent  of  thy  life,  in  blissful  trust, 
And  joys  that  wait  the  virtuous  and  the  just, 

And  the  bright  hopes  that  loftiest  spirits  know. 

While  at  thy  side,  '  a  fond  and  faithful  one,' 

Each  joy  shall  share,  and  gently  soothe  each  tear, 
And  strive  to  add,  with  each  succeeding  year. 

Sweet  memories  to  the  seasons  that  are  gone  ; 

And  happiness  itself  shall  dearer  be, 

While  shared,  beloved !  with  my  blest  home  and  thee ! 
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SONNET. 


Immortal  visions  dawn  upon  me  now, 
I  see  my  blest  one  kneeling  near  the  throne, 

The  amaranthine  wreath  upon  his  brow, 

And  fain  would  hail  him,  "  My  beloved,  my  own  ! " 

He  starts  to  hear  again  that  well-known  tone, 
And  turns  on  me  his  eyes  of  blissful  lov<  i : 

Ah,  dearest  brother!  early  art  thou  flown 
( )ur  arms,  I  cry,  to  those  pure  realms  above  ! 

Sadly  our  hearts  require  thee.     At  that  voice. 
Beams  forth  again  his  own  benignant  smile  :  — 
"  I  know  ye  weep  me,  but  a  little  while 

"  And  through  the  eternal  years  we  wdl  rejoice. 

"  O  sister!  sorrowing  o'er  my  earthly  bed, 

"  Think  of  these  realms,  and  be  thou  comforted !" 
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LINES 


I  saw  that  eye  when  it  was  bright 

With  feeling's  pure  and  sparkling  ray, 
Nor  thought,  alas !  how  soon  that  light 

<  )f  heavenly  beam  would  fade  away. 
I  met  that  smile  when  it  was  warm 

With  life,  and  hope,  and  glowing  joy ; 
Nor  dreamt  how  quick  its  silent  charm 

The  hour  of  suffering  might  destroy. 
I  heard  that  eloquence  of  heart, 

The  music  of  that  gentle  tone ; 
Forgot,  alas !  we  were  to  part, 

And  deemed  its  sweetness  all  my  own. 
That  eye  is  dim,  that  smile  is  cold, 

That  heart-bright  gaze  for  ever  chilled 
I  sit  and  muse  on  days  of  old, 

On  many  a  vision  unfulfilled. 
The  mourner's  vigil  now  is  mine ; 

I  seek  not,  ask  not  for  relief, 
But,  bending  low  at  memory's  shrine, 

I  pour  a  gush  of  living  grief. 
u 
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Vain  grief — I  gaze  upon  the  tomb 
Where  all  thy  early  virtues  sleep ; 

Then  muse  upon  thy  heavenly  home, 
And  envy  thee,  and  cease  to  weep. 


LINES, 

SUPPOSED    TO    BE    ADDRESSED    BY    A    LITTLE    GIRL 
TO    HER    MOTHER. 


Mother  !  do  not  mourn  for  me, 
Do  not  pour  such  anguished  tears  : 

I  am  happy — I  am  free 

From  the  toil  of  mortal  years. 

Some  sweet  seasons  did  I  rest 
On  thy  bosom — now  I  fly 

Through  the  regions  of  the  blest, 
And  my  angel  pinion  try. 
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Never  o'er  my  infant  head 

Came  the  shades  of  doubt  or  fear ; 

Brightly  my  young  morning  fled, 
Till  an  angel  called  me  here. 

Brief  the  summons— oh !  my  mother ! 

Were  it  not  for  leaving  thee, 
These  are  blissful  scenes — far  other 

Than  the  dreams  of  infancy. 

Thou  art  mourning — thou  art  pale  — 
How  shall  I  of  comfort  tell  ? 

0 !  that  I  could  rend  the  veil, 
And  coidd  show  thee  where  I  dwell. 

I,  amid  the  cherub  host, 

Now  surround  a  Father's  throne; 
All  I  loved  on  earth  the  mosl 

Soon  will  be  again  my  own. 

Dearest  mother !  weep  no  more, 

Tears  like  these  woidd  shade  my  bliss, 

If  on  this  immortal  shore 
There  could  be  unhappiness. 
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Think  not  of  thine  earthly  loss, 
Only  see  thy  child  in  peace  ; 

Take,  oh  take  the  hitter  cross, 
For  my  early,  blest  release. 

And  when  tears  of  bursting  sorrow 
Tell  thy  heart's  unuttered  pain, 

Look  unto  that  glorious  niorrow, 
When  I  shall  be  thine  again  ! 
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SONNET. 

TO     MY      BROTHER,     \V.     S .      R. 
Written  on  the  eve  of  my  Marriage. 


In  leaving  tliee,  my  brother !  tears  will  send 
Their  faithful  tribute  forth — and  though  I  go 
To  one  who  shares  my  joy,  and  soothes  my  woe, 
With  the  fond  names  of  lover  and  of  friend, 
Yet  slowly  will  my  footsteps  from  thee  wend. 
Playmate  of  infancy,  and  guide  of  youth. 
Example  bright  of  honour,  virtue,  truth, 
And  all  pure  goodness  that  the  soul  can  blend. 
Id  leaving  thee,  thy  lonely  hour  to  cheer, 
Oh !  let  remembrance  on  past  loudness  muse. 
When  we  together  brushed  the  evening  dews. 
Or  smiling  paused,  the  woodland  choir  to  hear : 
Or  all  the  goodness  later  life  has  proved, 
Living  with  thee,  still  loving  and  beloved  ' 
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SONNET, 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  KEV.  H.  MARTYX. 


Young  Martyr!  who  with  fixed  and  heavenly  heart 
The  fondest  ties  of  home  and  country  tore, 
And  sought  with  weeping  eyes  a  foreign  shore, 

Immortal  hopes  and  comforts  to  impart 

To  beings  sat  in  darkness — toil  and  pain 

And  sickness  could  not  move  thee — for  the  light 
Of  Christian  joy  was  beaming  on  thy  sight. 

And  even  disappointment's  shaft  was  vain. 

To  change  thy  generous  purpose;— yes,  't  was  thine 
In  distant  climes  to  breathe  a  Saviour's  name, 
Immortal  life,  and  its  pure  trust  proclaim, 

And  bid  the  Sun  of  glory  on  them  shine. 

And  though  thy  virtues  met  a  tuneless  doom, 

Yet  (  lnistian  tears  shall  oft  embalm  thy  tomb. 
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SONNET. 


I  cannot  part  from  thee— thine  image  still 

Lingers  around  me  with  all  beauteous  things  ; 

W'hate'er  is  bright  and  pine  thy  memory  brings, 
And  life  with  lovelier  dreams  't  is  thine  to  fill. 
In  prayer  I  hear  thy  accents,  soft  and  deep, 

Catch  from  thine  eye  devotion's  holiest  glow ; 

In  grief  thy  sighs  seem  breathing,  hushed,  and  low, 
Thy  soothing  tones  are  round  me  when  I  weep. 
In  joy  thy  smile  still  beams  its  gentle  light, 

Radiant  with  feeling,  sympathy,  and  love; 

Thy  form  is  round  me  wheresoe'er  I  rove, 
Thy  sweet  sad  gaze  still  fills  my  tranced  sight. 
I  cannot  part  from  thee— no,  thou  art  shrined 
With  all  high,  holy  visions  of  my  mind. 
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SONNET. 


L.\  the  last  days  shall  fools  and  scoffers  rise, 
And  cry,  Where  is  the  Saviour's  promise  flown, 
For  all  things  on  the  same  career  have  gone 
From  the  Creation?     Simk  in  vanities, 
And  earthly  sins,  they  shall  not  raise  their  eyes, 
But  hend  then  souls  to  serve  their  low  desires, 
And  mock  at  virtue — suddenly  the  fires 
Of  heaven  shall  burst  on  them,  in  wild  surprise, 
And  judgment  and  perdition,  and  the  skies 
Shall  pass  away — the  elements  shall  melt, 
Arid  burning  heat,  through  all  earth's  caverns  felt, 
Consume  her  brightest  works  amid  the  cries 
Of  breaking  hearts.  —  Oh  !  if  such  things  shall  be, 
Should  not  your  souls  be  pure  to  meet  Eternity  ? 
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LIN  E  S . 


I  saw  the  waters,  as  bright  they  lay 
In  the  lovely  calm  of  a  summer  day, 
The  fair  blue  sky  shone  clear  above, 
All  nature  breathed  of  peace  and  love  ; 
And  near  me  there  were  radiant  eyes, 
As  calm  and  clear  as  those  summer  skies. 

And  gladly  I  gazed  on  the  flowing  tide, 
For  those  I  loved  were  at  my  side ; 
The  sun  in  glory  and  splendour  shone. 
And  proudly  the  vessel  glided  on ; 
And  softly  the  distant  landscape  played, 
In  its  varying  hues  of  light  and  shade. 

And  my  heart  was  glad — short  time'passed  by, 
And  again  did  the  white-winged  vessel  ily 
On  the  evening  gale — and  I  was  there. 
But  alas!  the  scene  was  no  longer  fair; 
The  eyes  and  the  smile  I  loved  were  gone. 
And  I  sat  and  gazed  on  the  waves  alone. 

x 
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Brief  time  had  fled — yet  the  shade  had  past 
O'er  my  heart  and  life  since  I  stood  there  last ; 
Some  hest  beloved  had  fled  away, 
To  a  calmer  shore  and  a  brighter  day ; 
And  all  life  seemed,  to  my  tear-dimmed  eye, 
As  brief  as  the  waves  that  glided  by. 


The  evening  shades  fell  chill  and  cold, 

But  my  heart  was  filled  with  the  dreams  of  old : 

The  gentle  sound  of  the  waters'  moan, 

To  my  memory  recalled  a  lovelier  tone, 

For  the  setting  sun,  which  o'er  me  fell, 

Shone  again  the  eyes  I  had  loved  so  well. 

All  fled— all  fled— yet  I  shed  no  tear, 
I  stood  in  faith  and  in  calmness  there ; 
O'er  my  troubled  spirit  the  shadows  rose, 
But  one  gaze  above  brought  my  heart  repose : 
My  lost  and  my  loved  were  there,  and  I, 
I  breathed  to  the  evening  gale  one  sigh ! 
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SONNET. 


There  is  an  hour  in  which  I  think  of  thee, 
'T  is  when  the  daylight  fades  upon  the  flowers, 
And  the  moon  dawns  upon  the  evening  horns, 

And  nature  smiles  in  soft  tranquillity. 

'T  is  a  sweet  horn — for  then  the  sighing  wind, 
With  dirge-like  music,  lulls  the  world  to  rest ; 
More  plaintive  sings  the  bird  upon  the  nest, 

And  all  seems  blessed ; — then  I  call  to  mind 

Thy  gentle  virtues,  and  the  scenes  beloved, 
Wlrich  we  together  trod ;  and  like  a  dream, 
Most  passing  beautiful,  do  those  days  seem, 

Of  confidence  serene,  and  faith  approved. 

Alas !  even  like  the  bright  and  sunny  day, 

Have  those  delightful  scenes  all  past  away ! 
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I TXERAL   HYMN. 


Poub  your  tears,  pour  your  tears 
i  )'er  the  loved  of  many  years; 
( 'nuiit  his  many  virtues  o'er, 
Pour  your  fond  tears  —  fondly  pour! 

<  rod  hath  sent  them  for  relief. 
In  your  deep  and  sudden  grief; 
And  his  angel  hears  on  high 
Every  drop  that  dims  your  eye. 

Your  heloved  hath  his  abode 
( >n  the  bosom  of  his  God, 
And  hath  left  ye  yet  below, 
Struggling  on  through  tod  and  woe. 

Bright  forms  flit  amid  the  gloom, 

<  ruardians  of  that  new-made  tomb  : 
Yet  more  dear  to  Him  the  sigh 
Breathed  from  human  sympathy. 
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As  thy  grief  bursts  forth  to  God, 
As  thy  fond  lips  press  the  sod, 
Turn  thy  weeping  eyes  above, 
To  his  own  heaven  of  peace  and  love. 

Beyond  those  radiant  spheres  he  stands, 
Amidst  the  bright  immortal  bands  ; 
Th'  unfading  crown  awaits  his  brow. 
Yet  even  in  bliss  he  looks  below. 


What  seeks  his  gaze — he  sees  thee  weep, 
In  anguish  o'er  his  seeming  sleep, 
And  fain,  0  fain  would  give  thee  sign 
Of  joys  eternal  and  divine. 

It  may  not  be — yet  blissful  trust 

Shall  raise  thy  drooping  thoughts  from  dust, 

And  holiest  aspirations  be 

Thy  pledge  of  immortality. 

Go  read  it  in  those  shining  skies, 
In  thine  own  heart's  deep  sympathies  ; 
In  the  outpourings  of  that  love, 
Which  death  itself  may  not  remove. 
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•  in  seek  it  in  the  hallowed  book. 
On  its  calm  heavenly  pages  look ; 
And  soothed,  and  comforted,  and  blest, 
There  shall  thy  wearied  heart  find  rest. 


LINES. 


TO    J.    E.    J- 


Farewell  !  beloved  one !  thou  wert  to  me 
A  sweet  bright  light  upon  the  future  thrown. 

And  visions  of  thy  happy  infancy 

Swelled  in  my  heart,  as  if  thou  wert  my  own. 

Oft,  as  thy  deep  blue  eye  has  met  my  gaze. 

Fond  hope  of  other  yeai-s  has  moistened  mine  ; 
And  oh !  I  loved  its  little  gentle  rays, 

And  felt  each  look  around  my  heart  entwine. 
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And  thou  art  gone  —  away  to  brighter  spheres, 
From  all  our  love  for  ever  past  away  ; 

Thy  flight  is  winged  above  this  veil  of  tears. 
Thy  smile  is  beaming  in  eternal  day. 

Yet  shall  some  relic  in  our  hearts  be  kept. 
Of  one  who  was  so  beautifid  and  dear ; 

The  love  we  cherished  as  our  spirits  wept. 

That  love  shall  pass  not  with  the  parting  tear. 

For  memory  sometimes  shall  our  babe  replace, 
With  all  the  feelings  that  were  once  so  sweet ; 

And  if  we  see  her  with  an  angel's  face, 
O !  let  us  hope  in  future  thus  to  meet ! 
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s  0  N  N  E  T . 


Upon  the  hill  of  Mars  the  Apostle  trod. 
And  cried  aloud,  with  the  Athenians  round  — 
Ye  men  of  Athens,  as  I  past,  I  found 
[nscribed  an  altar,  '  To  the  unknown  God  !' 
Whom  thus  ye  worship,  ignorantly  awed, 
Him  I  declare  to  you  ! — The  mighty  One, 
The  Lord  of  heaven  and  earth,  who  dwells  alone. 
Not  in  the  temples  made  with  hands  —  Him  laud 
And  glorify,  and  praise ;  who  giveth  breath, 

And  life,  and  all  things — who  one  hlood  hath  given 
To  every  separate  nation  under  heaven  ; 
And  set  the  bound:}  of  time,  and  change,  and  death — 
The  living  God !  0  !  lift  your  eyes  to  Him, 
Who  is  not  far  'from  each,  although  your  sight  be 
dim. 
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SONNET. 


0  !  blest  with  all  life's  holiest  aims  can  give. 
To  charm  this  passing  scene — the  feeling  heart, 
The  charities  that  sacred  joy  impart, 

The  sympathy  thai  makes  it  sweet  to  live, 

The  taste  that  strews  each  transient  scene  with  flowers, 
Still  brightening  duty  with  its  own  pure  grace, 
Think  not  that  time  or  distance  can  efface 

The  example  or  the  memory  of  these  hour--. 

Oft  as  I  turn  at  misery's  helpless  cry, 

Or  shield  the  suffering,  will  thy  smile  appear, 
As  late  it  beamed,  the  fainting  frame  to  cheer, 

In  the  dark  homes  of  grief  and  poverty ; 

For  though  in  other  scenes  my  path  may  be, 

All  that  is  bright  and  best  shall  lead  my  thoughts  to 
thee ! 


162 


BAPTISM. 


The  mother  stands  in  the  sacred  aisle, 

And  she  looks  on  her  child  with  a  trembling  smile  : 

That  smile  is  mingled  with  many  a  fear, 

And  scarce  can  she  check  a  rising  tear; 

In  a  world  which  is  full  of  care  and  strife, 

Do  her  dreams  now  picture  his  future  life. 

She  has  brought  her  babe— she  has  brought  it  there, 
Where  so  oft  for  him  she  has  breathed  the  prayer; 
She  has  brought  him  —  an  offering  to  her  God, 
On  the  spot  where  her  own  fond  steps  have  trod  ; 
And  that  early  love  is  mingling  now 
With  a  Christian's  hope,  on  her  kindling  brow. 

She  turns  her  gaze  to  that  helpless  one, 
Upon  her  for  love  and  protection  tin-own ; 
And  its  feebleness  causes  the  tear  to  start, 
And  she  presses  him  closer  to  her  heart; 
And  to  the  fount  she  draws  nearer  still, 
As  a  pledge  she  will  shield  him  from  every  ill. 
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The  holy  words  on  the  air  arise. 

And  hushed  are  that  mother's  anxious  sighs; 

Her  thoughts  are  filled  with  a  deeper  faith, 

As  she  turns  to  hear  what  the  preacher  saith; 

And  every  doubl  has  vanished  away, 

As  in  fervent  trust  she  kneels  down  to  pray. 

Her  child  and  his  fate  —  oh  !  what  does  it  seem, 
Now,  in  that  holier  and  sweeter  dream  ? 
What  loftier  destinies  are  given. 
That  feeble  thing  is  the  heir  of  heaven ; 
And  a  mind,  with  powers  and  talents  sublime. 
Is  given  to  her  training— for  more  than  time. 

Oh !  as  she  hears  of  immortal  doom, 
How  changes  upon  her  cheek  the  hloom; 
How  earnest  her  prayer  to  Him  who  gave, 
For  aid  to  help  her,  to  succour  and  save  ; 
What  a  sacred  trust  she  feels  is  hers, 
What  a  deathless  hope  in  her  bosom  stirs ! 

It  is  over — her  pledge  is  borne  above, 

And  her  lips  have  sealed  that  rite  of  love; 

Her  tears  have  attested  her  heart's  deep  vow, 

And  smiles  of  affection  are  round  her  now. 

She  has  promised  to  give  him  a  Christian's  trust, 

She  has  raised  her  thoughts  from  the  things  of  dust. 
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Jt  is  over — but  many  and  many  a  year 

May  return  to  that  mother's  heart  the  fear ; 

And  as  to  the  altar  she  now  lias  turned. 

Till  the  holier  faith  in  her  bosom  burned, 

So,  through  every  mortal  change  and  care, 

Must  her  strength,  her  comfort,  her  peace,  be  prayer 


VERSES, 


ON    THE    ILLNESS    OF    THE    LATE    S.    AUSTIN. 
OF    LIVERPOOL. 


11  is  lovely  dreams  are  over  now. 

To  gaze  on  nature's  smiling  face, 
With  throbbing  heart,  and  kindhng  brow. 

And  all  her  varied  charms  to  trace ; 
To  brush  away  the  morning  dew-. 

And  climb  the  mountain's  loftiest  height, 
And  mark  the  sun's  first  beam  diffuse 

On  bill  and  vale  its  quivering  light. 
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His  lovely  dreams  are  past — to  gaze 

Upon  the  water's  gilded  sheen, 
And  catch  the  bright  aud  golden  rays, 

That  evening  hangs  upon  the  scene; 
To  wander  forth  at  starry  night, 

With  feelings  holy  as  the  honr. 
And  gaze  upon  those  worlds  o£  light, 

And  silently  admire,  adore. 

To  sit  beneath  some  summer  tree, 

With  a  fair  landscape  round  hiin  spread, 
And  with  firm  touch,  unerringly 

To  seize  it,  ere  its  charm  be  fled ; 
To  stamp  upon  the  tablet  white, 

With  faithful  hand,  each  flitting  grace. 
And  there,  with  ever  new  delight, 

His  own  still  brighter  mind  to  trace. 

He  sits  no  more  beside  the  stream, 

Gathering  its  fresh  and  verdant  flowers  ; 
No  more  he  bads  the  morning  beam, 

Or  wanders  forth  in  evening  boms. 
The  pale  stars  sorrowingly  look  down, 

Upon  his  sleepless  couch  of  pain  ; 
And  the  moon's  loveliest  beam  is  thrown, 

To  tempt  the  sufferer's  gaze — in  vain. 
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Yet  light  is  round  him — light  more  pure 

Than  ever  lit  the  brightest  star ; 
Deep  love,  to  trust  and  to  endure, 

A  faith — oh  lovelier,  fairer  far. 
Calm  he  reviews  a  virtuous  life, 

Looks  up,  and  sees  a  Father's  smile, 
And  even  affection's  bitter  strife, 

Rehgiou  gently  can  beguile. 

An  earthly  fame  he  knows  is  bis, 

On  each  loved  painting  turns  bis  eye ; 
Even  then  she  whispers  deeper  bliss, 

She  breathes  of  immortality. 
She  brings  the  loved  ones  of  his  youtb, 

And  each  dear  babe,  to  that  bright  place. 
And  tells  him  those  blest  words  of  truth, 

'  There  he  shall  see  tbem  face  to  face.' 

'T  is  over  now — he  mourns  no  more, 

His  lovely  visions,  once  so  dear ; 
He  feels,  he  knows,  they  are  not  o'er, 

Eich  treasures  for  some  holier  sphere. 
There  shall  his  noblest  thoughts  expand, 

More  fully  perfected,  and  free ; 
For  heaven,  that  pure,  that  holy  land, 

For  spirits  such  as  his  must  be. 
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THE  MOUNT  GARDENS. 


Upon  a  peaceful  Sabbath-day, 

To  a  garden  fail- 1  bent  my  way ; 

Pure  was  the  air,  and  fresh  the  breeze, 

The  busy  rooks  talked  in  the  trees ; 

And  I  sat  me  down  on  a  garden  seat, 

And  I  thought  that  the  scene  and  the  hour  were  sweet. 
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And  I  smiled  as  the  bumble  groups  drew  near, 
Whose  Sabbath  pride  was  to  ramble  there  ; 
Fond  mothers,  with  then  children  bright, 
Whose  sleek  fair  hair  shone  in  the  light ; 
And  fathers,  with  then-  little  men, 
Living  over  their  childish  years  again. 

And  the  aged  man,  with  bis  staff  in  hand, 

And  his  wrinkled  smile,  as  he  took  his  stand ; 

And  his  clean  brown  coat,  and  his  gaiters  trim, 

Which  some  fond  grand-child  had  brushed  for  him ; 

On  him  too  1  threw  a  passing  gaze, 

And  said,  "  There  may  be  joy  in  length  of  days." 
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Those  gay  bright  groups  had  passed  me  all. 
When  I  encountered  a  trio  so  small, 
They  might  have  come  from  the  fairy  ground, 
And  then  wild  elfin  locks  were  straggling  round. 
Unribboned,  uncombed,  on  their  shoulders  bare. 
Little  outcasts  they  from  a  mother's  fond  cart'. 

Yet  linked  in  each  other  was  each  fond  hand. 

They  were  running,  and  laughing  — a  happy  band  : 

Each  pale  thin  cheek  with  snriles  was  lit, 

And  then  naked  feet  did  like  fairies  flit ; 

And  joyously  did  they  quaff  the  breeze, 

And  run  in  and  out  through  the  circling  trees. 

And  then,  methought,  that  in  God's  kind  sight, 
Those  outcasts  of  earth  might  be  gems  of  light  ; 
That,  in  his  pure  home  of  peace  and  love, 
Blest  abodes  for  them  might  be  waiting  above ; 
And  those  I  now  pitied,  as  cherubs,  rest 
In  the  innermost  shrine  of  a  Father's  breast. 

And  I  blest  the  love  that  gave  them  bliss, 
From  the  innocent  sport  of  an  bom-  like  this; 
For  of  all  that  gay  and  happy  throng, 
That  had  passed  me  on  my  path  along, 
None  filled  my  heart  with  thoughts  so  dear, 
( >t  His  care,  as  the  three  little  outcasts  there. 
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H  Y  M  N 


0  !  better  far  the  heavenly  ray 
Had  never  beamed  on  mortal  sight, 

With  tidings  of  eternal  day, 

To  break  the  dreary  gloom  of  night ; 

Better  the  pure  inspiring  page, 

That  breathes  of  virtue  and  of  peace, 

Had  never  blest  a  sinking  age, 

Or  bade  the  reign  of  darkness  cease ; 

Than  that  the  world,  with  hope  so  bright, 

Breathing  of  immortality, 
Shoidd  turn  away  its  grovelling  sight 

To  feed  on  human  vanity ; 

With  glories  all  revealed,  should  turn 
To  feed  each  low,  each  earth-born  sense, 

Nor  feel  one  aspiration  burn 

For  goodness — for  Omnipotence  ! 
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Shall  God  in  vain  unfold  the  scroll, 
All  radiant  with  his  own  bright  will ; 

And  years  on  years  unheeded  roll, 

While  human  hearts  are  recreant  still  ? 

0  better  far  the  silent  grave 

Should  shrine  at  once  our  broken  trust. 
And  the  dark  weeds  should  o'er  us  wave, 

To  shroud  our  perished  souls  in  dust. 

Yes,  better  darkness,  grief,  and  doubt, 

And  deep  obscurity  within, 
And  life  each  heavenly  hope  without, 

Thau  that  that  light  should  shine  on  sin. 

It  shines — it  shines,  and  every  heart 
Shall  stand  exposed  to  that  pure  test ; 

Oh  !  guard  that  high,  that  virtuous  part, 

Which  shields  with  peace  the  Christian  breast. 

So  shall  not  on  thy  soul  have  shone 
Each  hope  of  loftier  power  in  vain  ; 

And  though  the  joys  of  earth  be  gone, 
The  gates  of  heaven  shall  be  thy  gain. 
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VERSES. 


I  was  within  u  home,  where  nature  smiled, 

In  perfect  loveliness — a  range  of  hills, 

As  pure  a  blue  as  ever  blest  the  heaven, 

Bounding  the  horizon  —  the  autumnal  fields 

In  rich  profusion  waving — every  hedge 

And  little  bank  with  brightest  fragrance  blooming  - 

In  the  dark  lanes,  shadowed  with  deepest  green, 

The  wild  flowers  springing,  fading,  and  renewing 

From  day  to  day  then-  blossom,  till  the  eye 

Drank  beauty  carelessly,  and  the  hand  roved 

From  bud  to  bud,  almost  unconsciously, 

So  wildly  fresh  they  grew ;  the  hare-bell  there 

Upraised  its  little  head  of  tender  blue, 

To  the  gale  trembling ;  and  the  woodbine  wreaths 

Luxuriantly  wound  about  the  trees, 

With  ivy  intertwined,  and  forest  shrubs; 

The  pale  rose,  there  expanding,  poured  its  slight 

And  rare  perfume,  and  the  dark  crimson  one 

Blushed  out  its  sweetness  on  the  quiet  air. 
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Our  music  was  the  warbling  of  a  choir, 

Whose  little  throats,  of  heaven-taught  melody, 

Are  never  out  of  tune  :  the  only  other, 

The  artless  strains  of  rustic  gratitude, 

Waked  on  the  Sabbath  morn,  when  simple  hearts 

Lift  up  then  homage  to  the  God  who  made  them. 

The  home  we  dwelt  in  was  in  a  seclusion 
That  did  admit  of  none  but  nature's  world ; 
The  busy  throngs  of  life  were  far  away — 
The  rocks,  the  lulls,  the  valleys,  and  the  woods 
Became  our  company — we  haunted  them, 
And  in  return  they  breathed  upon  our  souls 
Their  own  blest  stillness,  and  the  shade  of  peace. 
But  I  was  not  alone ;  for  there  were  hearts 
That  gazed  and  felt  as  I  did — throbbed  like  mine, 
At  sights  of  grandeur  and  sublimity, 
And  worshipped  nature  in  the  self-same  faith. 
But  they  are  severed  now — in  separate  paths 
Ordained  to  walk,  and  to  each  one  assigned 
Their  own  peculiar  joys  and  pains,  no  more 
Together  to  be  shared — they  met  and  parted, 
As  those  who  must  have  no  continuance  here. 


173 


SONNET. 


Her  cheek  was  pale,  and,  in  life's  opening  pride, 
It  omened  of  the  grave — and  on  her  hrow 
There  was  a  light  at  times,  a  radiant  glow, 

Which  told  the  thoughts  within  to  heaven  allied. 

Her  voice  was  gentlest  music — yet  its  tone 
Thrilled  strangely  on  the  listener's  startled  ear, 
And  breathed  of  change  and  death — and  dreams 
of  fear, 

O'er  fond,  glad  hearts,  were  with  those  accents  thrown. 

She  seldom  wept — yet  none  without  a  tear 
Could  gaze  upon  her,  fading  like  a  flower, 
Which,  timidly  unfolding  in  some  hour 

Of  wintry  storm,  has  met  the  gale  severe, 

And  yielded  all  its  beauty  to  the  blast, 

As  the  relentless  north  wind  o'er  it  past. 
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SONNET, 

ON    THE    MISSIONARY    SMITH. 


There  is  no  tomb  for  thee,  thou  martyred  one ! 
Heroes  have  lam-els,  sages  have  then  fame, 
But  thine  is  an  unheard,  unhonoured  name ; 

Thou  art  gone  down  unto  thy  grave  unknown ; 

Yet  Heaven  hath  registered  thy  deeds  of  love, 
Thy  glorious  sacrifice  his  eye  hath  seen, 
Whose  light  around  thy  path  hath  ever  been, 

To  raise  thy  sovd  all  human  fear  above. 

The  oppressor  triumphs — o'er  the  trembling  slave 
He  now  exidts  —  but  there  shall  come  a  day, 
Shall  sweep  his  pride  from  the  bright  heaven  away; 

And  then  thy  blood  shall  loud  for  judgment  crave  ! 

And  thou  stand  calmly  in  that  awful  hour, 

Which  flashes  vengeance  on  the  tyrant's  power. 
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SONNET, 

ON    READING   THE    SERMONS    OF    THE    REV.    MR.    BUCK- 
MINSTER,    OF   AMERICA. 


Oh  !  sainted  virtue !  as  upon  thy  page, 

With  binning  heart,  and  eyes  suffused,  I  bend. 
Life  seems  fresh  beauty  and  fresh  hope  to  blend, 

Kindled  by  thy  deep  thoughts — yes,  age  to  age 

Shall  breathe  thy  inspiration — at  that  shrine, 
Where  holiest  visions  greeted  thy  young  prayer, 
Tis  our's  to  meet  thee  —  that  high  trust  to  share, 

And  gird  our  spirits  for  then  race  divine. 

Still,  stdl  before  us  shall  thine  image  sliine, 
In  the  unclouded  glory  of  its  power  ; 
Pme,  virtuous,  stedfast — even  in  death's  dark  hour, 

Calm  to  the  last,  amid  thy  frame's  decline. 

Oh  !  consecrated  genius !  thou  shalt  be 

A  star  to  guide  to  noblest  victory ! 
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PROVIDENCE. 


To  all  that  lives  has  God  assigned 
A  strength  proportioned  to  its  day ; 

The  smallest  bird  that  skims  the  wind 
Finds  through  that  pathless  air  a  way. 

The  tribes  that  northern  regions  range 

The  polar  ice  instinctive  shim ; 
And  whig  their  flight,  unknown  and  strange, 

Unerring,  to  a  warmer  sun. 

The  frailest  forms  then  heads  that  raise, 
Weak,  shivering  at  the  wintry  blast, 

If  they  had  power,  His  love  would  praise, 
Who  shields  them  till  the  storm  be  past. 

And  shall  not  we,  his  nobler  care, 

Whose  hearts  he  fills  with  hope  and  joy, 

With  faith  to  trust,  and  strength  to  bear, 
In  grateful  praise  our  lips  employ. 
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THE  ADIEU. 


]  leave  thee,  dear  one,  leave  thee,  and  long  the  time 

must  be, 
And  spring  must  shine,  and  summer  bloom,  ere  I 

return  to  thee ; 
And  when  the  well-known  door  again  is  opened  to 

my  call, 
I  perhaps  may  hear  thy  little  feet  resounding  hi  the 

hall. 

And  all  thy  infant  helplessness  will  then  have  |  >a  si 
away, 

Thou  wilt  not  have  remembered  me,  for  many  a  dis- 
tant clay ; 

And  tones  of  mine,  though  fondest  ones,  will  fall  upon 
thine  ear, 

Ev'n  as  a  stranger's  voice  might  come,  that  never  had 
been  dear. 

2  A 
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My  smile  will  be  a  stranger's  smile,  and  yet  tins  heart. 

for  thee, 
Will  utter  many  an  absent  prayer  upon  a  bended  knee; 
And  in  sadness,  or  in  sorrow,  that  face  will  oft  arise, 
And.  like  a  seraph's,  shine  o'er  me  with  those  blue. 

peaceful  eyes. 


THE   BLIND. 


Alas  !  for  those  to  whom  this  frame 
Of  heavenly  workmanship  is  dark ; 

Who  hear  from  whence  its  beauty  came, 
And  yet  that  beauty  never  mark ; 

But  gaze,  with  dim  and  sealed  eyes, 

On  the  green  earth  and  laughing  skies. 

i'ln  y  walk  abroad,  and  nature  seems 
Enveloped  in  a  death-like  gloom ; 

I  Fnseen  its  soft  and  varied  gleams, 
To  them  't  is  but  a  living  tomb : 

The  dawn  of  the  sweet  morning  light 

Can  never  wake  them  to  delight. 
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They  feel  the  influence  evening  brings, 
Its  gentle  calm,  its  cooling  shade  ; 

But  the  rich  colouring  which  it  flings, 
O'er  fields  and  woods  in  hloom  arrayed, 

Alas!  to  them  'tis  joyless  all, 

As  spread  with  a  funereal  pall. 

And  yet  there  is  a  brighter  world 

Of  thought  and  feeling  for  them  blooms, 

And,  iu  their  inward  soul  unfurled, 
A  sun  more  brilliant  it  illumes ; 

Religion's  holier  light  is  theirs, 

And  morning  praise,  and  evening  prayers. 

And  friendship's  soft  and  soothing  tone 
Still  gently  meets  their  charmed  ear  ; 

Mind  can  with  mind  communion  own, 
A  sympathy  for  ever  dear ; 

Fairer  than  morning's  sunny  ray, 

And  lovelier  than  the  close  of  day. 

But  ah  !  there  are  who  walk  ou  earth, 
With  every  sense  a  sealed  power, 

Unconscious  from  then;  hapless  birth 
Of  mental  charm,  or  inward  dower; 

No  holy  hopes  to  fire  then  breast, 

But  every  nobler  aim  represt. 
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And  are  not  these  more  hapless  still. 

In  spirit  blinded  to  the  light, 
That  scatters  every  earthly  ill. 

And  shines  amidst  afflictions  night : 
The  blinded  heart  of  those  whose  eyes 
Ne'er  seek  communion  with  the  skies  ? 


HYMN 


Thy  holy  shrine,  0  God!  I  seek. 
With  will  devoted,  firm,  aud  meek ; 
And  yield  Thee  all  my  mortal  powers. 
To  consecrate  these  sacred  hours. 

Thine  be  the  praise  that  swells  on  high, 
From  hearts  all  love  and  harmony  ; 
Tliine  be  the  deep  and  fervent  trust, 
That  lifts  our  spirits  from  the  dust. 
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For  visioned  glories  of  thy  heaven, 
Oh  God  !  our  holiest  praise  he  given  : 
Mansions  of  peace  and  purity, 
i  >h  !  raise  to  them  our  stedfast  eye. 

Let  not  one  worldly  thought  return, 
While  those  bright  hopes  within  us  burn, 
To  walk  as  worthy  of  the  love, 
That  waits  in  glorious  homes  above. 

We  go  again  to  earthly  scenes — 
The  world,  the  cold  world,  intervenes ; 
Temptations,  trials,  sorrows  come, 
But  they  shall  lead  us  to  our  home. 

Temptations  shall  our  virtue  form, 
Even  in  trial's  wildest  storm ; 
And  the  dark  hours  of  mortal  woe, 
A  heavenly  Father's  smile  shall  know. 

In  eveiy  change,  in  every  grief, 
There  will  we  seek  a  sure  relief, 
Still  looking  upwards  to  our  God, 
Till  faith's  last  stedfast  step  be  trod. 
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Oh !  then,  as  life  recedes  away, 
We  '11  hail  the  break  of  purer  day. 
And  lovelier  dreams  than  angels  know 
Shall  kindle  up  our  dying  brow. 

Then  memories  of  our  Sabbath-day 
Shall  soothe  us,  as  we  pass  away ; 
Ami  as  our  weekly  watch  they  blest, 
Speak  peace  to  our  eternal  rest. 
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SONNET. 


Unhappy  he,  who  breathes  this  mortal  breath, 
A  stranger  to  the  high  and  generous  faith, 
Which  lifts  the  spirit  o'er  the  bonds  of  death, 

Ev'n  with  the  words  the  blessed  Saviour  saith  — 

"  I  am  the  resurrection  and  the  life; 
He  who  believes  on  me  shall  never  die." 
O  !  tidings  rich  with  immortality, 

How  do  we  greet  ye,  'mid  this  world's  vain  strife. 

It  is  not  then  a  dream — the  hope  so  bright, 
Which  heathen  nations  have  desired  to  see, 

It  shines  on  us  with  full  and  heavenly  light, 
Glorious  and  beautiful !  Oh  !  who  would  flee 

Its  gentle  guidance,  and  its  peacefid  trust, 

For  the  dim  visions  of  this  world  of  dust? 
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SONNET. 


Oh  !  open  to  that  young  and  suffering  heart, 
Father  of  mercies !  that  bright,  blessed  ray, 
Of  power  to  chase  the  fiends  of  care  away, 

And  tenderer  thoughts  and  sweeter  hopes  impart. 

Unfold  Thyself,  all  goodness  as  Thou  art, 
All  excellence  and  beauty  to  his  soul, 

Be  Heaven's  own  softness  in  the  tears  that  start. 
And  every  sigh  breathed  in  thy  blest  control. 

Oh  !  raise  him  from  the  tilings  of  time  and  earth, 
The  hopes,  and  fears,  and  sorrows  born  of  dust. 

To  the  high  glories  of  his  heavenly  birth, 
And  manly  duties  of  his  earthly  trust. 

Till  doubt,  and  grief,  and  youthful  anguish  cease. 

And  Thou  thyself  become  his  strength  and  peace. 
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SONNET. 


I  eaise  my  eyes  to  Thee,  great  light  Supreme  ! 
Though  dim  with  mortal  weakness,  still  I  see 
Truth,  justice,  goodness,  grace,  benignity, 
Encircling  thee  with  glory !  ever  beam 
The  rays  of  love  from  Thee ;  and  as  they  stream. 
Wakening  thy  world  to  beauty  and  delight, 
A  thousand  forms  of  gladness  fill  the  sight  ; 
The  ah  is  rich  with  sweets,  and  stfll  they  seem, 
Mountain  or  valley,  tree,  or  smaller  flower, 
To  taste  thy  bounty. — Earth  itself  is  full 
With  forms  of  life,  more  high  and  beautiful, 
The  throbbing  hearts  that  serve  Thee  and  adore. 
Oli !  Light  Supreme !  Eternal  Fount !  thy  will 
Of  virtue,  hope,  and  joy,  how  may  1  best  fulfil? 
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THE  DESEET  FLOWER. 


As  in  the  cold  and  desert  sand, 
The  traveller  found  a  single  flower, 

And  gathered  it  with  trembling  hand. 
An  emblem  of  some  happier  hour. 

To  bloom  and  die  within  his  heart, 
In  memory  of  his  distant  home, 

And  felt  the  social  tear-drop  start, 
Amid  the  sflence  and  the  gloom ;  — 

So,  o'er  my  long  and  weary  way, 
I  see  thy  smile  at  distance  move ; 

And  o'er  my  saddening  spirit  play, 
Thy  looks  of  sympathy  and  love. 

The  desert  path  I  long  have  trod, 

And  thou,  the  single  flower,  dost  shine, 

Of  all  that  dark  and  dreary  road, 
For  ever  mine,  for  ever  mine ! 
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SONNET, 

TO    MRS.    R. 


Thou,  angel-like,  sitst  at  the  couch  of  pain, 

Inspiring  thoughts  of  heaven,  while  in  thine  eye, 
Where  lingers  the  soft  tear  of  sympathy, 

There  is  a  holy  rapture :  yes,  in  vain 

Pain,  sickness,  anguish — rivals  to  thy  love — 

Would  dim  the  hope,  and  quench  the  sufferer's  faith; 
Thy  tender  smile  disarms  the  sting  of  death ; 

At  thy  bright  presence  all  its  fears  remove. 

Thou  enterest,  and  with  thee  the  visions  come 
Of  the  blest  spirits  and  immortal  bowers ; 
The  very  fragrance  of  thy  fading  flowers 

Breathes  some  sweet  thoughts,  and  whispers  of  that 
home, 

Where,  when  these  days  of  pain  and  weakness  flee, 

The  unfettered  sold  shall  meet  its  God  and  thee ! 
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VERSES. 


I  stood  beside  a  death-bed  scene — a  mother  bent  and 

wept, 
But  deep  within  her  breaking  heart  a  deathless  faith 

she  kept ; 
She  gazed  upon  her  little  one,  so  beautiful  and  still, 
And  humbly  tried  to  yield  him  up  unto  her  Maker's 

will ; 
She  bent  and  kissed  his  pallid  brow,  she  joined  her 

1  lands  in  prayer, 
And  then  I  knew  the  Cliristian's  hope  had  surely 

entered  there. 

I  stood  beside  a  bridal  band,  and  all  was  gay  and 

bright, 
In  opening  youth  and  radiant  bloom,  that  bride  was 

a  fair  sight : 
She  gave  her  hand,  she  gave  her  trust,  she  gave  her 

sacred  vow, 
But  not  a  change  of  feeling  crossed  the  calmness  of 

her  brow : 
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Yet  she  had  broke  another's  hope,  and  left  the  true 

and  tried, 
And  made  herself  a  sacrifice  to  splendor  and  to  pride. 

I  saw  a  lone  and  wretched  hut,  and  it  looked  cold  and 

poor, 
An  aged  and  a  helpless  form  sat  shivering  at  the  door; 
Her  fire  was  low,  her  comforts  few,  I  looked  with  pity 

there, 
And  thought  to  see  a  face  cast  down  with  sadness  and 

despair ; 
Her  eye  was  bright,  her  smile  was  kind,  and  as  she 

worked  she  sung, 
And  cheered  herself  with  hymns  of  praise,  as  slow  she 

crept  along. 

And  then  I  felt  that  life  was  not  what  it  might  seem 

to  lie  : 
That  faith  and  patience  are  sweet  fruits,  that  spring 

from  misery ; 
And  that  the  Christian's  glorious  hope  can  brighten 

every  scene, 
And,  in  the  dark  and  anguished  horn-,  shed  gleams  of 

joy  between. 
The  mother  had  a  hope  hi  death — the  lonely  one  was 

blest, 
But  the  bride,  in  all  her  splendor,  had  not  found  the 

Christian's  rest. 
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THE  FATE  OF  A  CITY. 


When  time's  cold  scythe  has  swept  away 

The  pride  of  all  this  husy  town, 
And,  yielding  to  its  mighty  sway, 

Its  buildings  sink  in  ruin  down  ; 
Its  streets  forsook,  its  temples  bare, 

Upon  its  quays  the  wild-bird  lone, 
And,  where  its  thousands  rent  the  ah. 

A  stranger  sitting  on  a  stone ; — 

As,  gazing  on  those  ruins  wild, 

He  muses  on  its  former  state, 
Its  loaded  marts,  so  closely  piled, 

Its  wide-spread  commerce,  and  its  fate ;  — 
Ah  !  human  glory  !  doth  he  sigh, 

How  short  thy  date,  how  swift  thy  doom  ! 
A  few  brief  centuries  hasten  by, 

The  husy  town  becomes  a  tomb  ! 
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And  what  survives  ? — its  gold  is  dust  — 

Its  proud  ones  ashes — is  there  nought, 
No  memory  of  the  pure  and  just, 

No  trace  of  all  their  hand  has  wrought, 
To  live  to  future  age  ?     There  came 

A  voice  from  the  surrounding  earth, 
Which  cried — "  There  yet  survives  one  name  !- 

A  noble  spirit  here  had  birth ! " 


She  sorroweth  not  as  one  without  hope. 


Sue  sat  in  the  soft  and  twilight  hours, 
In  the  lovely  scene  of  her  own  green  bowers ; 
The  bright  blue  sky  was  over  her  spread, 
On  the  velvet  lawn  she  pillowed  her  head, 
And  around  her  all  sweets  of  earth  and  air 
Rejoiced  in  the  breeze,  for  that  scene  was  fair. 

Her  eye  on  the  distant  landscape  fell. 
The  groves  and  the  river  she  loved  so  well ; 
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She  traced  its  windings  through  vale  and  glade, 
And  gazed  on  their  thousand  hues  of  shade; 
And  the  soft  low  notes  of  the  birds  were  there, 
And  gently  they  fell  on  her  listening  ear. 

Yes !  all  was  beauty  and  gladness  round, 
Yet  her  warm  young  tears  bedewed  that  ground, 
And  she  dared  not  breathe  on  the  evening  air 
The  wish  of  her  heart,  in  a  scene  so  fair ; 
For  while  all  in  the  rapture  of  life  was  blest, 
That  youthful  mourner  was  wishing  for  rest. 

She  wished  for  the  home,  where  no  tears  and  sighs 
Arc  blent  with  the  spring's  sweet  melodies; 
Where  memory  is  but  a  tender  dream, 
To  make  the  future  more  brightly  beam, 
And  a  hope  immortal  and  deathless  is  fraught 
With  the  glowing  hues  of  an  angel's  thought. 

O'er  her  hope  of  earth  came  an  early  blight, 
And  the  grave  had  shrouded  the  eyes  whose  light 
Was  sweeter  to  her  than  the  morning  beam, 
And  faded  for  ever  was  life's  young  dream; 
And  though  all  was  radiant,  above  and  around, 
Yet  her  thoughts  were  away  upon  one  green  mound. 


193 

That  far  dark  grave !  oh !  her  heart  was  there ; 
In  vain  all  nature  was  bright  and  fair; 
For  dearer  to  her  was  that  one  dim  spot, 
By  all  beside  despised,  forgot ; 
And  she  sighed  to  think,  as  her  tears  fell  fast, 
That  upon  that  grave  she  had  gazed  her  last. . 

But  she  raised  her  eyes  to  the  evening  star, 

As  it  beamed  in  its  placid  light  afar, 

And  a  hope  as  bright  to  her  heart  returned, 

And  with  deeper  and  holier  thoughts  it  burned ; 

For  to  her  that  signal  seemed  to  say, 

That  her  night  of  affliction  should  pass  away. 

And  she  hailed  the  signal,  and  checked  her  sighs, 

And  opened  her  heart  to  the  melodies 

That  softly  breathed  around,  above, 

And  touched  her  griefs  with  a  heavenlier  love ; 

And  she  thought  with  rapture  to  meet  him  there, 

And  nature  again  looked  bright  and  fair ! 
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EVENING. 


Oh  Evening !  in  thy  light,  subdued  and  pale, 
I  love  to  wander  forth,  when  the  cold  breeze 
Upon  the  night-cloud  flees, 

And  deep  thy  shades  prevail ; 

When  all  is  hushed,  and  nature  seems  to  share 

With  human  hearts  the  universal  prayer. 

I  love  to  meditate,  as  on  thy  sky 

Sits  the  blest  empress  of  the  silent  night, 
On  realms  more  pure  and  bright, 

And  raise  my  mournful  eye 

From  earth  and  grief,  and  the  dark  ills  of  time, 

To  heavenlier  scenes,  and  visions  more  sublime. 

And.  as  the  million  rays  of  worlds  of  bliss 
Rise  up  in  the  dun  void,  and  seem  to  say, 
A  Father's  hand  upon  our  way 

Hath  launched  us  through  the  dark  abyss, 

Awed  by  their  silent  glory,  swift  I  turn 

From  hopes  and  fears  of  earth,  and  holier  feelings 
burn. 
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And  in  uiy  raptured  soul  I  consecrate 
All  past  devotion,  and  I  feel  how  vain 
All  mortal  joy  or  pain, 

In  such  a  fleeting  state ; 

And  raise  my  soul  heyond  a  few  hrief  tears, 

To  the  great  Author  of  eternal  years ! 

Then,  Evening !  as  upon  my  soothed  heart 
Thy  breath  is  felt,  and  falls  thy  cooling  shade, 
In  heaven's  own  calm  surveyed, 

A  holier  influence  they  impart; 

And  while  thy  gloomy  clouds  above  me  roD, 

A  brighter  day  is  dawning  on  my  soul. 

O  !  ever  thus  be  mine  thy  hallowed  hours, 
Thy  twilight  shadows,  and  thy  fitful  sighs, 
Thy  breezes  cold,  that  wildly  rise, 

Thy  fragrant  closing  flowers ; 

And  ever  mine,  thy  soft,  mysterious  spell, 

That  makes  the  human  heart  sadly,  yet  sweetly  swell. 
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HYMN. 


Let  me  not  wander  comfortless, 

My  Father,  far  from  Thee; 
But  still  beneath  thy  guardian  wing 

In  holy  quiet  be. 

The  storms  of  grief,  the  tears  of  woe, 
Soothed  by  thy  love,  shall  cease ; 

And  all  the  trembling  spirit  breathe 
A  deep,  unbroken  peace. 

The  power  of  prayer  shall  o'er  me  shed 

A  soft,  celestial  calm ; 
Sweeter  than  evening's  twilight  dew, 

My  sold  shall  think  its  balm. 

For  there  the  still,  small  voice  shall  speak 
Thy  great,  thy  boundless  love, 

And  angel-forms  the  mourner  call 
To  the  bright  realms  above. 
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I  hear  that  call,  ah  yes !  I  hear 
Those  tones  so  fondly  loved ; 

And  to  that  bright  and  sinless  world, 
I  know  he  is  removed. 

The  beaming  of  his  smile  is  gone, 
The  yearning  heart  is  vain ; 

A  brother  and  a  friend  I  lose, 
Whoni  I  may  ne'er  regain. 

To  that  blest  world,  to  that  blest  world, 
My  weeping  thoughts  shall  flee ; 

Shall  follow  Mm,  so  long  beloved, 
To  immortality. 

A  little  time,  not  comfortless, 
Beneath  Thy  guardian  wing, 

And  Thou  wilt  re-unite  the  hearts 
That  now  are  son-owing. 
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LINES, 


<>N    CHANTRY  S    MONUMENT    OF    THE    TWO    CHILDREN    IN 
LICHFIELD    CATHEDRAL. 


They  sleep — in  what  a  deep  and  silent  calm 

Those  gentle  heads  repose ;  how  softly  fair 

Those  young  and  tranquil  features ;  with  the  dawn 

Of  youth  and  innocence,  and  tender  girlhood, 

Just  traced  upon  them :  the  pure,  stainless  marble, 

That  gives  again  to  life  the  pallid  brow, 

And  opening  beauty  of  the  faded  cheek, 

Is  not  so  pure  as  they  were  :  those  mild  forms, 

So  fondly  resting  in  each  other's  arms, 

Sheltered  by  death,  in  their  first  loveliness, 

Ere  thought  had  cast  a  shade  upon  their  smile, 

Or  grief  had  entered  in  their  quiet  hearts, 

Or  passion  had  disturbed  then  guileless  lives, 

Were  gathered  for  eternity.     They  sleep  — 

The  infant  slumbering  on  its  mother's  breast, 

Lies  not  so  tranquil ;  no,  the  mariner, 

When,  vexed  with  many  sleepless  days  and  nights, 
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There  comes  a  calm  to  close  his  wearied  eyes, 

Knows  not  a  rest  like  this ;  no  dream  is  here, 

No  vain  anxiety,  no  fluttering  hope, 

To  break  the  awful  stillness ;  cold  and  fair, 

Those  tender  images  of  infant  love 

Lie  on  each  other's  bosom ;  they  wfll  sleep  — 

The  stranger's  step  disturbs  them  not;  they  fear 

No  stranger  voices ;  and  those  closed  lids, 

That  seem  like  drooping  lflies  in  their  whiteness, 

Move  at  no  passing  gaze ;  no,  they  are  sealed 

In  then  eternal  beauty ;  not  a  tear 

Shall  ever  darken  o'er  them ;  not  a  cloud 

Shall  stain  their  early  brightness  :  yet,  perchance, 

While  the  cold  marble  rests  insensible, 

They  may  be  shining  still, — they  may  have  seen 

The  secrets  of  the  things  invisible, 

And  read  the  mysteries  of  time  and  death ; 

Perchance  even  now  those  soft  and  shaded  orbs 

Have  opened  on  the  far  and  unknown  heaveu, 

And  gazed  on  glory;  they  may  have  beheld 

Scenes  that  the  wise  and  good,  with  binning  hearts, 

Desire  to  look  into ;  for  who  can  see 

The  sweetness  of  those  frail  and  fragile  faces, 

And  feel  no  vision  beaming  on  his  soul 

Of  the  eternal  blest !     O  radiant  dreams, 

Such  as  attend  on  youth,  and  hope,  and  love, 
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And  infant  smiles,  and  woman's  tenderness — 

AH  such  as  breathe  of  rapture  and  of  heaven, 

Float  round  those  sleeping  heads — they  rest  in  death. 

But  they  are  shrined  in  immortality — 

They  rest  as  buds  to  blossom  for  the  skies, 

Whose  opening  fragrance,  even  now,  may  shed 

Its  perfume  on  the  purple  clouds  above, 

And  bear  the  incense  of  unbroken  hearts 

Up  to  the  throne  of  God !  — Sleep,  lovely  ones; 

Ye  shall  not  hear  of  pain,  and  strife,  and  crime, 

The  mournful  records  of  humanity ; 

Ye  shall  not  weep  upon  a  loved  one's  grave ; 

And  disappointed  love  shall  never  blight 

The  young  hope  of  your  bosoms,  nor  your  ear 

Be  vexed  with  deeds  of  cruelty  and  wrong. 

Ye  did  not  know  the  world ;  ah  that  ye  knew 

Of  innocent,  and  fair,  and  beautiful, 

Is  realised  in  heaven.     O  had  ye  lived, 

How  often  had  those  gentle  cheeks  turned  pale 

At  mortal  suffering,  and  those  soft  eyes  poured 

The  living  stream :  how  often  had  your  hearts 

Been  sick  at  scenes  of  human  wretchedness, 

And,  pilgrim-like,  looked  weary,  from  the  path 

Of  toils  and  thorns,  to  the  untroubled  tomb. 

Now  hath  God  gathered  ye  ;  the  Eternal  Shepherd 

Hath  called  ye  in  your  infant  helplessness, 
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To  his  own  fold  of  blessedness  and  love ; 

By  the  still  waters,  and  the  bright  green  pastures, 

He  leads  ye  forth  ;  and,  having  taken  ye 

From  the  soft  shelter  of  your  mother's  breast, 

Hath  granted  ye,  as  spotless  little  ones, 

Amidst  his  radiant  and  immortal  band, 

To  join  the  chorus  of  eternal  praise. 


LINES. 


Deem  them  not  blest  whom  prosperous  fortune  guides 

O'er  life's  smooth  shores,  or  on  her  level  tides; 

Who  see  the  sunshine  of  one  cloudless  sky, 

No  warning  cloud,  no  saving  breezes  nigh. 

Do  hope  and  rapture  fill  then  summer  sail, 

All  gaily  wafted  by  tbe  passing  gale  ? 

Does  every  hour  some  light-winged  pleasure  give, 

Supplied  with  all  fate's  richest  hand  can  givi  •  ? 

Deem  them  not  blest — for  to  their  darkened  eyes, 

A  world  presents  its  store  of  vanities ; 

Wooes  them  to  taste,  to  trust,  and  to  admire, 

And  kindles  in  the  soul  each  weak  desire. 

2  D 
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See,  to  her  scenes  they  rush  in  frantic  haste, 

All  her  delusion,  all  her  folly  taste ; 

In  crowded  scenes  they  waste  their  youthful  health, 

In  midnight  visits  spend  the  heart's  best  wealth ; 

In  fashion's  fooleries  lose  each  nobler  aim, 

And  every  maidy  wish  for  better  fame. 

Where  is  the  generous  hope,  the  great  design, 

In  those  who  study  but  to  dress  and  shine ; 

Lose  all  superior  thought  and  holier  trust, 

To  hold  communion  with  the  things  of  dust ; 

Sparkle  a  moment,  like  some  gilded  fly, 

Flutter  away  their  being,  and  then  die  ? 

0  is  this  life  ?  is  this  that  sacred  gift, 

The  soid  to  virtue  and  to  heaven  to  lift, 

Given  in  the  circle  of  this  fleeting  time, 

To  sow  the  seed  for  a  celestial  clime; 

To  cultivate  those  feelings,  hopes,  and  deeds, 

To  which  eternal  happiness  succeeds ; 

And  teach  to  blossom,  'mid  the  thorns  of  earth, 

The  flowers  whose  beauty  is  of  heavenly  birth  ? 

What !  is  this  life  ?  to  every  scene  to  fly, 

Yet  ne'er  to  the  Great  Giver  raise  the  eye ; 

To  view  his  power  in  nature's  wide  expanse, 

Yet  never  lift  up  one  adoring  glance ; 

In  the  world's  mockeries  still  to  play  a  part, 

Till  pride  and  vanity  obscure  the  heart, 
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Till  the  last  scene  of  latest  life  be  trod, 

And  it  is  past — a  life  without  a  God  ! 

Oh  happier  they  who  feel  his  chastening  hand, 

And  by  affliction  learn  His  high  command ; 

Whom  sorrow  leads  to  tremble,  and  adore, 

To  know  Him  better,  and  to  seek  Him  more  ; 

Who,  as  the  world,  and  its  vain  hope  recedes, 

Welcome  the  brighter  prospect  that  succeeds ; 

Pour  in  humility,  and  hope,  their  tears, 

And  with  religion  hallow  all  their  years. 

What  though  by  grief,  by  pain,  by  sufferings, 

They  leamt  the  value  of  eternal  things; 

And  the  rapt  soul,  that  seemed  on  earth  to  hang, 

Was  slowly  weaned  by  many  a  silent  pang, 

And  many  a  bitter  conflict — many  a  strife 

Lingered  around  the  vanities  of  life ; 

Yet  patience,  virtue,  persevering  love, 

At  length  have  borne  the  chastened  heart  above, 

And  holier  tastes,  and  purer  joys  arise, 

And  peace  descends — such  peace  as  glads  the  skies. 

0  deem  them  blest — in  every  scene  they  try, 

They  live  as  children  'neath  their  Father's  eye, 

Guard  every  virtue,  feed  each  pure  desire, 

And  watch  through  life  o'er  the  ethereal  fire. 

Does  disappointment  sadden  o'er  their  youth, 

They  seek  the  refuge  of  eternal  truth ; 
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These  only  are  the  joys  that  cannot  fail : 
And  their  hearts  glow,  although  their  cheek  he  pale. 
Does  strong  temptation  try  them,  there  they  fly, 
And  put  on  their  immortal  panoply, 
<  )\vn  their  own  weakness,  but  in  Christian  strength 
Grow  strong,  and  come  off  conquerors  at  length, 
Higher  and  holier  rising,  till  at  last 
Temptation's  self  shall  weaken  and  be  past ; 
And.  making  theirs  His  high  and  blessed  will. 
Who  bids  the  human  heart  beat,  or  be  still, 
Resigned,  and  happy,  they  receive  then-  lot, 
No  mortal  change  to  them,  where  God  is  not. 
Being  of  Beings !  whose  unbounded  love 
Exceeds  all  thought  that  human  heart  can  prove  : 
Whose  mercy,  felt  in  every  moment's  breath, 
Guides  us  through  life,  and  succours  us  in  death  ; 
Whose  providential  care,  whose  tenderness, 
Nor  mind  can  reach,  nor  human  power  express; 
To  whom  the  incense  of  one  grateful  prayer, 
From  the  weak  creatures  thou  hast  made  thy  care. 
Is  more  than  all  the  pomp  of  sacrifice ; 
Who,  though  enthroned  beyond  the  radiant  skies. 
Yet  watchest  mortal  virtue — to  thy  shrine 
Would  I  devote  this  humble  verse  of  mine, 
Aware,  though  million  worlds  seek  thy  behest, 
Yit  is  Thy  temple  in  the  human  breast. 
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CHRISTIAN  CONSOLATION. 


When  doubts  and  fears  assail  my  soul, 
Which  trembling  owns  their  dark  control ; 
When  sorrows  thicken  o'er  my  head, 
And  when  my  path  with  clouds  is  spread  ; 
When  earthly  hope  has  passed  away, 
And  friendship  sheds  a  fainter  ray  ; 
Oh  !  in  that  hour  of  deep  distress, 
Where  shall  I  seek  for  happiness  ? 
I  '11  seek  it  in  the  lowly  cot, 
In  blessing  the  lone  sufferer's  lot : 
I  '11  seek  it  by  the  dying  bed, 
Where  Christian  peace  I  '11  strive  to  shed  ; 
I  '11  seek  it  in  the  humble  prayer, 
With  which  I  soothe  the  breast  of  care ; 
I  '11  seek  it  where  the  tear-drop  flows, 
With  me,  more  gently,  o'er  its  woes. 
Ah  yes !  compassion's  tender  train 
May  bring  me  back  my  peace  again. 
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I  will  not  brood  o'er  selfish  loss, 
Though  mine  to  bear  the  bitter  cross ; 
I  will  not  meditate  my  grief, 
When  wretchedness  demands  relief ; 
The  ministry  of  love  is  mine; 
The  aim,  the  hope,  the  deed  divine, 
To  bless,  to  comfort,  and  to  save  — 
I  render  all  to  Him  who  gave ! 
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SONNET. 


Farewell  !  the  memory  of  thee  will  not  fly, 

Like  the  light  summer  joys  which  once  we  shared ; 
Oh !  it  will  live  in  my  heart's  treasury, 

Still  bright,  and  beautiful,  and  unimpaired. 
There  will  I  meditate  the  virtues  rare, 

Which  formed  the  daily  beauty  of  thy  youth, 
And  pray  for  spirit  like  thy  own,  to  share 

Thy  faith,  thy  peace,  thy  calmness,  and  thy  truth. 
Oh !  early  hallowed,  thy  unfainting  feet 

Tread  in  the  immortal  paths,  yet  I  am  here, 
Mourning  that  thou  must  seek  that  blest  retreat, 

Where  waits  thy  great  reward ;  and  my  warm  tear 
Is  potuing  rapidly  on  that  cold  shrine, 
That  last  sad  trace  of  thee  that  now  is  mine. 
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VERSES, 

TO    MRS.    F 


()  thou  !  whose  heart  of  kindness  oft 
Hast  bade  the  stranger  find  a  rest, 

And  each  attention  kind  and  soft, 
Tli at  might  revive  the  weary  breast; 

Thou !  whose  delight  is  to  bestow 
The  friendly  srnile,  the  gentle  care  ; 

And,  having  soothed  the  sufferer's  care, 
Then  joy,  then  gratitude  to  share; 

( » !  think  not  vain  those  cares,  those  hours. 

Though  far  from  thee  thy  loved  ones  part : 
For  Heaven  in  glad  requital  showers 

Its  peace  upon  the  generous  heart. 
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THE   MISSIONARY. 


I  saw  a  mighty  throng  around  me  stand, 

With  unenlightened  hearts,  and  joyless  eyes, 
Walking  in  darkness  towards  that  distant  land, 

Where  wait  their  hidden  future  destinies. 
Hearts  had  they,  hut  untouched  with  living  fire, 

To  melt  at  pity,  or  at  virtue  glow, 
For  earthly  gain  was  all  their  low  desire ; 

The  pure  delight  that  nobler  joys  bestow, 
Was  hidden  from  their  gaze.     The  immortal  mind 

Was  famishing  within  them  :  it  was  there, 

With  all  its  faculties  divine  and  fair, 
Untouched,  uncultivated,  unrefined. 
Pitying,  I  saw  —  and  be  it  mine,  I  cried, 

From  those  benighted  hearts  to  lift  the  veil, 
To  see  them  taught,  instructed,  purified ; 

Patient,  the  dawn  of  earliest  hope  to  hail ; 
As  plants  unfold  beneath  the  breath  of  heaven, 

To  raise  their  spirits  with  the  Eternal  trust ; 
And  lead  them,  penitent,  reformed,  forgiven, 

Beyond  the  sordid  visions  of  the  dust, 

2  E 
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To  heaven  and  heavenly  joys: — when  lo!  a  voice 

Came  to  me — Thou  who  pitiest  thus  the  lost, 
And  fain  woiddst  hid  the  broken  heart  rejoice, 

Ere  this  great  task  thou  takest,  count  the  cost. 
With  untired  patience  canst  thou  sow  the  seed, 

Though  thou  thyself  the  harvest  mayst  not  reap '? 
And  when  for  sin  thy  inmost  heart  doth  bleed, 

A  meek,  forgiving  spirit,  canst  thou  keep ; 
Witness  the  scene  of  cruelty  and  strife, 

With  an  unchanging  faith  and  stedfast  eye, 
And  pour  o'er  all  the  griefs  and  cares  of  life 

A  Christian  hope,  and  calm  benignity ; 
Lead  childhood's  little  footsteps,  day  by  day, 

Unto  the  paths  divine,  and  weary  not ; 
And  by  the  dying  sinner  bend  to  pray, 

In  sympathy  with  even  the  outcast's  lot  ? 
Indifference  canst  thou  meet,  yet  turn  again, 

The  long,  the  hopeless  conflict  to  revive, 
And  think  a  soid  renewed  the  noblest  gain 

That  time,  with  all  his  trophies,  ere  could  give  ? 
Canst  thou  thus  labour,  not  by  sight,  but  faith, 

And  on  the  distant  waters  cast  thy  bread  ? 
Canst  thou  be  faithful  even  unto  death ; 

Unwavering,  undismayed,  unconquered  ? 
Oh  !  not  for  me,  I  cried,  this  task  divine, 

Which  asks  a  Howard  or  a  Eomilly ; 
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And  the  presumptuous  vision  I  resign, 
The  harvest  wait  from  other  hands  to  see. 

Yet,  take  thy  task,  the  voice  again  replied, 
The  feeblest  instruments  can  do  his  will ; 

And  that  one  talent,  which  thou  mayst  not  hide, 
May  even  yet  thy  Master's  work  fulfil. 


LINES. 


In  chains  and  darkness  Peter  slept, 
Round  him  the  weary  soldiers  lay ; 

A  light  across  the  prison  swept, 

A  brightness  brighter  than  the  day ; 

An  angel  stood — and  Peter's  side 
Instant  he  smote,  and  called,  Arise ! 

Sudden  the  close-bound  chains  divide, 
And  fall — he  lifts  his  wondering  eyes. 

His  hands  are  free — the  spirit  said, 
Take  up  thy  garment — follow  me; 

And  awe-struck,  trembling,  Peter  fled, 
Even  as  he  saw  the  angel  flee. 


212 

The  wards  are  past — the  iron  gate 
Turns  freely  for  the  angelic  guest, 

And  in  the  open  street  they  wait, 

When  past  that  vision  from  the  blest. 

The  angel  fled — then  Peter  knew, 
When  from  liis  sudden  trance  he  rose, 

Deliverance  from  the  Lord  he  drew, 
From  Herod  and  his  faithless  foes. 

And  is  not  our's  a  purer  light, 

A  nobler  visitant  of  heaven  ? 
Celestial  visions  bless  our  sight, 

Celestial  hopes  to  us  are  given. 

In  our  dark  prison  bound  below, 
The  voice  of  Jesus  stdl  is  heard ; 

And  some  then-  chains  will  from  them  throw. 
And  rise  to  meet  their  coming  Lord. 

Those  prison-doors  he  soon  shall  break, 
The  iron  gates  of  death  shall  free ; 

His  faithful  followers  shall  partake 
His  own  all-glorious  liberty ! 
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MORNING    HYMN. 


My  God !  in  morning's  radiant  hour, 
To  Thee  would  I  lift  up  my  heart ; 

The  shades  of  night  ohey  thy  power. 
And  at  thy  sun's  bright  beams  depart. 

From  sleep's  deep  trance  my  thoughts  arise, 

Obedient  to  Thy  mighty  call ; 
With  all  their  powers  and  energies, 

And  at  thy  will  thou  kindlest  all. 

Father  and  Guardian !  to  thy  shrine, 
The  life  thou  shieldest  will  I  bring ; 

All,  Great  Creator !  all  is  thine, 
My  heart,  the  noblest  offering ! 

The  morning  light  shall  see  my  prayer, 
The  noon-day  heats  sball  witness  praise ; 

In  evening  gloom,  and  cooler  air, 
The  grateful  hymn  I  still  will  raise. 
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And  not  a  star  shall  shine  ahove, 

The  moon  shall  never  heain  her  hour, 

But  still  my  soul  shall  bless  thy  love, 
Or,  rapt  in  wonder,  own  thy  power. 

And  when,  with  sweet  and  soothing  sleep, 
My  cares  and  sorrows  find  a  rest, 

Ere  still  oblivion  o'er  me  creep, 

Thy  trust  shall  calm  the  wearied  breast. 

The  Spirit  unto  thee  shall  pour 
The  joy  or  grief  of  that  brief  day ; 

Review  its  path  when  all  is  o'er, 
And  humbled,  yet  confiding,  pray. 

That  deep  repose,  that  death-like  scene, 
Safe  in  thy  care  shall  welcome  be ; 

The  shadowy  thoughts  on  Thee  shall  lean, 
The  eyes'  last  beam  be  raised  to  Thee ! 

And  shoidd  a  '  deeper  sleep  impend,' 
A  darker  hour  demand  my  faith, 

With  Thee,  Creator,  Guardian,  Friend, 
I  '11  enter  on  the  shades  of  death ! 
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SONNET. 


He  who  denied  his  Lord,  at  the  mild  gaze 

Of  His  reproaching  eye,  turned  round  and  wept ; 
A  thousand  troubled  thoughts  his  bosom  swept, 
And  better  had  he  borne  Heaven's  angry  gaze, 
Than  that  meek  glance,  that  look  of  sorrowing  love, 
Which  with  such  deep  remorse  his  bosom  filled  : 
Ah !  do  not  Christian  duties  unfulfilled, 
Bear  our  denial  to  the  throne  above  ? 
And,  as  we  hear  the  mild  and  sacred  law, 

Which  marks  our  faithlessness — oh!  do  not  we 
Review  our  careless  lives  indignantly, 
And  feel  a  holier  hope  our  bosoms  draw, 
To  that  blest  word,  that  pure,  reproving  light, 
Which  beams  with  Heaven's  own  radiance  on  our 
sight? 
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SONNET, 

TO    A  FRIEND,    ON    THE    DEATH    OF   A   BROTHER, 


And  thou  hast  proved  how  vain  are  mortal  ties, 
The  best  and  sweetest — to  the  silent  grave 
Thy  thoughts  have  followed  one  thou  couldst  not 
save; 

Life's  first  affections,  holiest  charities, 

Broken  by  death's  cold  hand — while  from  thine  eyes 
The  loved  of  years  has  vanished  like  a  shade 
Of  the  past  silent  night — yet  shall  not  fade 

Thy  hope,  or  thy  affection. — The  bright  skies, 

And  radiant  heaven,  where  thy  departed  one 
Sits  smiling  in  his  innocence  and  youth, 
Eeceived  thy  vows  of  piety  and  truth, 

Ere  he  had  put  his  robe  of  glory  on ; 

And  now  thy  treasure  is  indeed  above, 

Devotion's  hohest  glow,  mingling  with  human  love  ' 
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